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* Soon, 0oon, thy little feet have trod 
The skyward path, the seraph's road. 
That led thee back from man to God.** 

D. M. MoiB. 
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TrtB death of young cliilJreii is one of the most 
Oman sffllctioiis that be&ll tho human family, 
cording to areeent medical authority, twenty-two 
■ cent, of oac raco din hoforn ihcy are one joar 
Old ; thirty-BSTOQ por cent, beforo Ihey are five yeara 
1^ ; and nine-tweutietlis of the wliole number bom, 
£b before ruachiiii; their lifleentli j'ear. 

Bnt familiar at thi» fbnn of bareavcmont ia, the ' 
fcsa of a child in its early yuara is ordinarily one of 
Bt aorrotvful caUmitles that ean overtake Aosa 
whom God hog permitted to enter into the parental 
ution. There is a peculiar poignancy ia such a 
icf, HG there certainly is a peculiar sadness in such 
ftrisitation of dcatli. To see badding loveliness, 
h all Its artlosa ways and its trca^Drvaof unfoMtKl 
a a night hy the frosty toach of the des- 
nitncss the death-agonies of helpless, 
HOnfiding, iDntoiy-appoaling innocence, without the 
Owerof relief — to commit to llio dust in its ieeblo 
iney the child upon whose strong arm and loving 
rt you had liopod to knn in the days of your own 
iknesa and decay — this is more than a sod rever- 
U of the order of nature ; it is, to the sensitive and 
a heart, one of tho sharpest pangs it is 



w added that there ar 
IS of consolatioii opeita^l 



I also many 
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W are weeping over empty cradles and tonandeia litflo 
beds. These litlle missed ones — O, Aoiu they are 
mifisedl — are, wo lielieve, chosen lambs, gathered 
into the fold of the Good Sliepherd ; beauteous buds, 
«nd meet, hnlfopened blossoins, transplanted from 
our chilling atmoBpliere into 

^^ those everlaatin^ gardenn, 
Where angela nalk, and seraphs ate tLe wardens ; " 

preciona family jewels, rescued from a maan casket 
and an unsafe custody, and set as living stars in a 
crown of immortal beauty; gtimmcring germs of 
unschooled intelligence, expanded in a day hy a, 
Jiearenly magic into angel profundity, andperchaaoa 
transfonned into minLstering spirits, to watch over 
tiio weary steps of their eanbly guides, and to teach. 
diDse who were once their teachers : — 



Thou art tha nursling uaw-^^ 

It is to minister snch tender conaolationa as these 
to parents of children " passed into the skies," that 
the following collection of thoughts, suggested by 
dio death of the yonng, has been made. May iJio 
■oothing words of sympathy, the sweet and precious 
coDEolaCiona, and the wise and gentle counsels, which 
■le scattered over these pages, distil like heavenly 
dew npon many a bleeding heart, and iielp to allay 
.^uwe griata with which the stranger msf not intec- 
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m ««^>ii^ ortr eniptT crndlcs and tenintleaa litdsV 
b«dL Tbew little missed ones — 0, hoa thor an | 
■icMd 1 — are. we beL'evc, chosea lambs, gathered 1 
BMiheroUoriheGood Shepherd; bcnutvou 
«Bil unci, half-opened blossoms, tnmsplimtcd front 1 
ov <4itping atroo^pbero into 



Win* uftd nU, inii seraplin nre tlw wird 

FcixB bmilv jeiiels, nscueil Irom a mean casket 
d an Onsafe cnstoily, and set as Urfng el 
iva of immortal bejtarr ; glimmering germs of I 
Mknlsd intelligence, expanded in B daj bj &. 
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LITTLE ONES IN 

lie word of God is 
addressed only to intelligent and accountable 
teinga — that it is eminently a practical book — 
and that infanta, dying such, como not under its 
proclamation of duty, arc not affected by ila 
OTertnres of mercy, and tiiereforc may not claim 
ftny special interest in its revelations. And yet 
It ia nnivereally admitted that so far as the 
.Scriptures do east any light upon this subject, it 
IB the light of encouragement and hope. 

The Argnntent from Idkit BrannntLeD. 

It will be admitted by all, that the bodies of 
infants will be rabed at the resurrection mom. 
The ianguage of Scripture is explicit — ^"I saw 
the dead, small and great " (that is, in/anls and 
adutUi) " stand before God ; " " and the sea gave 
up the dead which were in it, and death and 
hell delivered up the dead which were in them;" 
ftnd " ALL that are in the graves shall hear the 
Toice of tbe Son of Man, and shall come forth." 
yfe must include in this nighty assemblage 
numbers of infants as well as adults. To this 
the apostle seems to allude, when he says, eveiy 
one shall be rmsed " in his own order." The 
fiteral translation is, " in his own class ; " infanta 
ia their class, adults in their class, males in their 
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class, females In the 

Now, if the bodies of infants are to ba raised, 
we may fairly inijuirc, what can be t]ie purpose 
of thus raising their sleeping dust from its i 
iiig-plai:e9, and reuniting eacB infant soul ti 
body? It tannot bo to be jiids«d ; for the 
judgment proceeJa oecording to tmrks done ii 
the body, and infants Lave done no works. Ii 
every iceord of the judgment mom, the state 
ment is, tbat it proceeds, not according to tht 
merit of works (far from that), but according 
to works as the manifestation of a principle ot 
grace within. Infants, having bad neither the 
opportunity nor tlie physical power of manifeirt- 
ing character by conduct, cannot be rwsed to 
be judged, as they are not just eubjocta of the 
judgment ordeal. 

In the next place, infants cannot be raised to 
be condemned to evcirlasting punishment. Why ? 
Because this Is not a part of tlio original c 
that was pronounced upon Adam. The c 
pronounced upon Adam was, " Thou f 
surely die ; " that is, the aoul shall die, and the 
body shall dio; and when the one is severed 
from Ihn other, the penalty is exhausted. The 
punishment apportioned to them that have 
lAT nyecled Uie overtures of the glor 
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gospel, or Btained flieir eouIb with sin and their 
Jiands with wickednefls, can never be due to 
jnfanta. Tliey can be the Bubjects of (lie primi- 

urae only. But to raise their bodies again, 

1 reunite them fo their souls in order to 
SuiTer, would be unjust, because it would be 
apporlioning'greater punishment than the ori^- 
nal sentence contained. It would be the inflic- 
lion of a doom severer than God pronounced in 
Paradise. God's truth never errs, in excess or 
shortcoQiijig. Therefore, when infants are nused 

the dead, they are raised not to be judged, 
fbr there are no ivorka, oeeording to which they 
«an be judged; they are raised not to cvffer, 
because this would be unjust, and exceeding the 

al sentence. What must, then, be the 
end ? They are raised in order to he admitted 
into glory ; that, reclothed with more glorious 
apparel than Adam lost, they may take their 
place in the midst of those, who have "washed 
their robes and made them white in the blood 
rf the Lamh." 

But this presumption mnounts almost to cer- 
'faunty, if we hear in mind, that if infants' bodies 
.Mre raised from the dead, then is there in this 
'Sut the actual removal of half the primeval 
se; for its penalty was the death of soul and 
body, both. Navi if ne find it to be tbe fact 
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ftftat tiio body ia raised, wluch is the removal of 
mrse, may ire not, in full harmony wilii 
■tiie presumptions of reason, and above all in full 
cidence with the men^iful genius of the goa- 
, infer that the other half of the vurse is 
Eremitted also^that the soul and body sliall be 






inherit everlaatiog 



E^th, that this 
Ithe fruit of the 



connect with thiq fact the 

n of their bodies ia 

and resurrection of 

Christ — because if Christ had not died and 

there had been no resurrection ; the 

of the body is the result of the 

ntof CbriEt, and in thnt sense, it ex- 

every man. Now if infanta' bodies are 

iaed from the dead, and this ouly through 

resurrection, and as the result of Ills 

iribft atonement, and if thus half tiio curse is 

litted by the efficacy of the Saviour'a blood, 

by the virtues of Hia resurrection from the 

dead, may we^ot infer that the other half will 

be remitted also, and that soul and body will 

live and rejoice together in the presence of the 



Maii & 



SSdfihe Great Mem 



i-BiiL 



With respect to those who are bom amid the 
Means of grace and opportunities of mercy, 
iflieri! is one oniy cause given in the gospel for 
Hieir condenmalion, namely, their nilful rejec- 
'tion of the gospel. " This is the condemnation, 
'<diat hght is come into the world, and men lore 
darkness rather than light, because their deeds 
are evil." " He that believeth not the Son shall 
idc life, but the 'wrath of God abideth on 
Mm." If, then, this be the great condomnxng 
I, which consigns sinners to misery, it is dear 
tiiat infants never committed that sin, because 
phyacally and morally incapable of it; and 
therefore infants, having not committed the only 
condemning sin, cannot and will not be ranked 
.amid the condemned hereafter. 



Tbej will mi h hipd bj Ihe Ian, 

Nor will it alter the conclusion if it be alleged 
•ftat in&nta will be tried by the standard accord- 
Jag to which the destinies of the heathen, who 
pevcr heard the gospel, will bo decided. The 
great apostle of the Gentiles says, " When the 
gentiles, which have nut the law, do by nature 

i things contuncd in the law, these, having 



t the law, are a law unto lliemselTcs, thoir 
llougljtB the meanwhile accusing or else excus- 
Q another." We have onlj- to weigh the 
Biport of tliis pliraseology to see its total iirap- 
ilicability to inlants. They caiL he accused 
(either of rejecting the gospel nor of violating 

e law. If grave cannot save them, which is 
lot the case, wo may be sure tLat works cannot 
ondemu tbesa. 

i will not be leu lerrifnl lo Infanls Ibm to Ihe Qcallicn. 

If the heathen, who are " without the knowl- 
j of the law, shall be judged without the 
" or on prineiplea difTereot from those ap- 
i to Butb aa " enjoy the law ; " surely infanta, 
who die previous to their possible knowledge of 
he gospel, shall not have its application to them 
neasured by the rules of personal accountaHl- 
Having never " sinned after the similitade 
tf Adam's transgression," they will not be saved 
:r the similitude of thoae of Adam's fuU-^rown 
Hterity, who have thns sinned. All objections 
this conelusion arising from the incapacity of 
inta for salvation, are entirely prcsumptnons, 
CB Christ has assured us that " of such," even 
ints in the arms, ■' is the kingdom of heaven." 
bWf aa God a no respeutei of gexsooa, and as 
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all children ara his moral offspring, and all are 
equally gailty, and equally incapable, by any 
possibility, of seeking deliverance from wn, wa 
must conclude that all children, dying in in- 
fancy, are saved irith an eTerlasting salTation, 
tiirough the abounding grace of Christ Jesna, 

Ii&nts Seemiiglj Incapable of iat^ Lost. 

Every picture we have of the place of misery 
implies, I think, that infants are incapable of 
bciug lost> Thia is a strong assertion, but it ia a 
perfectly correct one. What is the Scripture 
picture of hcE ? It is men who have " sown to 
the flesh," " reaping corruption ; " it ia men who ■ 
have sown iniquity, reaping punishment It ia 
" the worm that never dielh" — an accusing con- 
science — the fell agony of ceaseless remorse — 
the remembrance of rejected grace, of abused 
mercies, of rebellion agaanst God, and of 
wrestling against conscience. These constitute 
"the worm that dicth not;" these make up and 
I iced the flame of that " fire tbatis not quenched." 
I But an infant ia totally incapable of those poign- 
ant sufTcringa — those stings and agonies of 
remorse — because au infant never committed a 
i nngle transgression. And therefore, as these 



I ftelin^ o{ remorse are the main tilemcnta of 
K_^I1, and as infants are by their tery nature 
■l^eatitutc of hell's chief element, they are incci' 
Vpablc of lulfiiring hell's dread punishment, so 
at least, as the nature of that punishment 
be ascertained from the pages of the in- 
■ed volume- 



Tlitj maj be Siicd witliDDt Fiilb. 

It may he objected here, that throughout the 
s, salvatioD is invariably tied to faith. 
JJnquestionably it is bo ; but it is of necessity 
irith reference to those only who are capable of 
g faith. To require faith in infants, is 
« a physical impossibility, and if f^th, 
B instrument of salvation, is the free gift of 
a case of every adult, we may fairly 
mme that in llie case of infants, where there 
o ability to appreciiLto its nature or its ob- 
t, God will bestow the end without il, and 
it the principle of a living and everlasting 
He can work with, or without, or against, 
a, when his own high purposes demand it 



Gofa Trimnph orcr Satan emdis tit ImpI; (he Salvatiui e( 
lofints. 

It would appear that one luailiiig object con- 
templated bf our Lord and Saviour Jesus 
Cbriet, is the destruction and depression of 
Satan, and tbat, too, bj- a demonstration that 
sot one particle of bis malignant policy aod 
prospects has been, or will be, secured. 

Now it Aacs seem, if infanta ore not uniTer- 
Bally saved, that Satan hath got nearly aa much 
OS he hoped to achieve of triumph over God. 
It is evident that Satan'a policy, trhea he 
seduced Adam and Eve, was meant, either, on 
the one hand, to force God to destroy this world, 
in which Ilia Bmilcg gave beauty to every hloa- 
Bom, and Ilia breath gave frngrance to every 
flower, and all of which He himself had pro- 
nounced to bo "very good;" or, on the other 
hand, to lead God to pronounce one univctsal 
and indiscriminate amnesty upon every cr«aturo 
that had transgressed, — thereby unhinging His 
moral govomment, conniving at crime, and 
compromising tlie claims of holiness and tnith- 
These were the two extremes, either of whic^ 
Satan made sure of achieving ; but the aloi 
ment is the unexpected solution of tho diffic' 
— the great cause of the leaaou being iur 
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heaven, and legible on eartli at the moment 
at the chiefest of sinners arc eaveil — "Tlie 
»ges of sin is death, but the gift of God ia eter- 
il life," But if infenla arc lost, thej- are lost 
icanse of their connection witli the first Adam, 
id therefore in that respect Satan has tri- 
apbed ; nay, if this be true, half the human 
ce, by Satan's policy, and without their per- 
nal guilt, are lust 

Li&nta, however, are not lost. We know that 
»ne shall perisli, hut those that reject the cure ; 
me shall inherit the serpent's curse, except 
ose Ihat imbibe the serpent's spirit. And on 
e other hand, those viho are saved, it is de- 
ared expressly, in Scripture, are saved only 
rough thu mediation of Jesus, by reason of the 
utscendent goodness that gave Christ to die 
r the nns of mankind, and therefore by a way 
'aalvation which does not tamiah the glory of 
od. Neither shall man be lost, nor the world 
Btroyed, nor God dishonored, by Ihe policy 
' Satan. The reverse shall be the triumphant 
ne. We justly infer that the sum total of this 
ipensation will be, that not one soul shall be 
It because of Satan's succe^ in Paradise, but 
at, on the contrary, his apparent triumph shall 
overruled by Infinite Wisdom to bo the 
irf tutopng many bcmm to a g 
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pincas, and of giving greater glory to God. 
They liat pcrisli, periali by their rejection of 
life, not by their inheritance of Adam's an. 

An Inspired lilimaliuD of Infiat Salialioa. 

In tlie eighth Psalm we have an express scrip- 
tural proof of tbe salvation of infants, fmd a 
unequivocal intimation that amid the multitades 
that shall grace the triomphs of the Son of Gk>d, 
infants will not be wanting ; "O Lord, onr Lord, 
how excellent is Thy name in all the earth ! who 
bast set Thy glory above the heavens. Out of 
the mouth of babea and sucklings hast Thoa 
ord^ned strength, because of Thine enemies, 
that Thou mightest still the enemy and the 
avenger." Now the apostle Paul, in reasoning 
upon this very Psalm in his epistle to the He- 
brews, quotes it as descriptive of Christ in 
days of His final triumph. It is in the second . 
chapter. "But one in a certain place testified, 
saying, Wliat is man, that Thou art mindful of 
him ? or the son of man, that Thou vi^te^t him ? 
Thou madest him a little lower than the angels: 
ThoH crownedst him with glory and honor, ar 
didst set him over the works of Thy hai> 
Thon hast put all things in subjection undf 
feet For in that He put all in sub' 
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eider bim, Ho left notliing that k not put 

ir him. But novf we sea not yet all tWngB 

t under him. But wc see Jcbus, who was 

e a little lower than the angels Ibi the But^ 

ig of death, crowned with gloiy and honor ; 

A he bj the grace of God should taste death 

■ every man." Tho eacred penman slates 

li, the Psalm refers to that period when Christ 

hall reign from seatoaoa — all rebellious ele- 

ts being laid prostrate, and creation clothed 

&esh with holiness, and beauty, and bliss. 

nid the anthem-peal of praise that rises up 

I Him from the redeemed earlb, the psalmist 

jngs of infants as no weak tone in 

B rich diapason, as ascriptions to the Lamb 

t of the mouth of babes and sucklings." 

I, the beautiful truth stands forth in ail its 

J, deep and eonsolatory, that the sweetest 

9 which shall be heard in the millennial 

U be infant hj'mns ; that amid the songs 

se before the throne, will be melodies 

■e warbled by infant orphans' tongues, 

[ that ga'ih forth from full infant hearts, 

inspeakably pn;eious truth comes home 

3 every parent, that, if a saint of 



I, he shall 



jomi 



I the songs of heaven with 



■ departed inlants, who have already caught 
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The Mrme Inferred from the Great Inltitnde of the Bedeemel. 

On no other ground, we may also observe, 
than on that of the universal safety of deceased 
infants, can we account for the vast multitudes 
declared to be ultimately saved. The various 
expressions used in Scripture respecting the 
final salvation of men, unquestionably imply 
that a very great number will be eternally saved. 
" After this I beheld, and lo, A great multi- 
tude, which no man could number, of all na- 
tions, and kindreds, and people, and tongues, 
stood before the throne, and before the Lamb, 
clothed with white robes, and palms in their 
hands; and cried with a loud voice, saying, 
Salvation to our God which sitteth upon the 
throne, and unto the Lamb." " A great mul- 
titude which no man can number" is the 
characteristic of the finally saved ; showing 
that it is not a minority, but a majority, that 
shall ultimately be admitted to glory. Christ, 
in numbers, as in glory, shall have the pre- 
eminence. In the nineteenth of Revelation, 
again, we read, " And I heard as it were the 
voice of a great multitude^ and as the voice of 
many waters : " another expression denoting the 
vast number of the saved. This is a sweet and 
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Bajeatii! thought. The great multitude will not 
iL The prospect dilates the heart of 
^ulanthropy, and comes houic to us clothed 
" li the attributes and glorica of God. 

teriil's Assurance of his Itaii CliiliTs Salialion. 

There is at least one Scriptural text that 
to expressly assert the safety of dead 
sfanti. We aUudo to the declaration at tlie 
b of the beautiful passage descriptive of 
David's feelings on the loss of hia infant, re- 
orded in 2 Samuel 12: 15-23.* "Ishaix 
I TO BiM," said David, "but ho shall not re- 
■n to me." If ever there was a cose where 
i infant might be expected to saiTer here- 
Aer lor the fathf.r's sin, it was that of David 
1 this passage. Tut David's conviuUon of Ka 
vn «n, expressed so poignantly in the Rftj- 
»t Psalm, and anxiety about hia own epitit- 
ti safety, did not cloud Ms assurance of the 
rfb^ of this babe. Ho believed he should 
Ket him in that purer and better land whither 
B had gone before him. 

• riie piiffiii);c is quoteil in full od p. 33. ^^^^B 
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or Such is the Kiugilam of neaven. 

Our Saviour has said, " Suffer little childi 
to came unto me, and IbrLid them not, for of 
such is the kingdom of heaven." This passage, 
taken in its plain and literal sense, seems to 
teach that not onlj' are there infanta in heaven, 
but that the greater portion of the redeemed 
belong to this class. The expresaon,"" of such 
is the kingdom of heaven," means, that " of such 
it is in a great measure made up," because 
they will form a very great portion of the re- 
deemed family of heaven. The Saviour ap- 
pears to have had the universal salvation of 
all -who die in infancy in bis view. His reu^ 
oning is not, "of persons resembling sueh im 
temper and disposition is the kingdom made; 
up," for this would not warrant the concln- 
Bion drawn, namely, that children ought iiot 
to be hindered from being brought to Bim, 
in ordi?r to be blessed, for on the same prin- 
ciple he might have said, " suffer doves and 
lambs to be brought unto me to be blessed, 
for of persons resembbng such is the kingdom 
of God made up." Now, this would proTa 
too much ; consequently it proves 
His words, then, must respect children 1 
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tDy ; and hia blessing such ensures their sal- 
Vadon. Nor can the words be construed 
) respect only the particular children then 
rought to Him, or any particular class of 
Mdren exclusively, for the expression, " of 
inch," ia eomprehenaive of all who never get 
heyoTtd the condition of infancy. 

Again, our Saviour often calls bis adult be- 

rers " iittlo onea," and " little children." 

t there would be a manifest impropriety in 

&ua denominating believers, if it were not true 

" little children," and " little ones," may 

>e subjects of ealvalJon. 

A Cmnrarting Promise for Bcrraicd Pireais. 

"Thus said the Lord, a voice was beard in 
I, lamentation, itnd bitter weeping ; Ro- 
^1 weeping for ber children, refused to be 
jomfortod for lier children, because they were 
Thus saitb the Lord, refrain thy voice 
1 weeping, and thine eyes from tears: for 
hy work shall bo rewarded, saith the Lord ; 
d they shall come again from the land of 
s enemy- And there is hope in thine end. 
I^th the Lord, that thy children sliall come 
1 border."— Jer. 31: 15-17, 
That the subjects of this predicdou ars lit- 
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tie children, is proved by the quotation of tins 
scripture in Matthew's gospel, and its applica- 
tion to those of "two years old and under" 
that were slain by Herod : " Then Herod, 
when he saw that he was mocked of the wise 
men, was exceeding wroth, and sent forth, and 
slew all the children that were in Bethlehem, 
and in all the coasts thereof, from two years 
old and under, according to the time which he 
had diligently inquired of the wise men. Then 
was fulfilled that which was spoken by Jeremy 
the prophet, saying, In Kamah was there a 
voice heard, lamentation, and weeping, and 
great mourning, Rachel weeping for her child- 
ren, and would hot be comforted, because they 
are not." — Matt. 2: 16-18. 

The only " land of the enemy " firom which 
these children could come, is the land of death, 
"the last enemy" the saved will encounter. 
As the resurrection and salvation of Herod's 
innocents are thus affirmed, it follows that all 
of like age will also be saved. And hence 
the word of comfort uttered to Rachel, may 
be laid hold of by all parents bereaved of in- 
fants, as applicable to themselves. 



Iidiuit BilTatiaii loTenetl from llie AkmiilaDi PnTisLons of 

Graei!. 
The abundant proviaon wlich Chriat has 
■mado for the redemption of our fallen race, 
believe that those shaU be 
partakers of "the free gift" who die before 
they are capable of deliberately rejeedng it 
Jems is " the Saviour of the world." lie 

gave himself a ransom for all." He " tasted 
death for every man;" "and He ia the pro- 
pitiation for our sins ; and not for ours only, 
but also for the sina of the whole woriiL" In 
the fifth chapter of Paul's Epistle to the Eo- 
manj, there is a chain of reasoning on this point, 
vhicb seems to lead to the inevitable conclusion 
that the infantile dead are included in the pro- 
'rituonB of mercy. The apostle arguos that the 
(^ry of Christ's work is more illuatriously dis- 
played in overcoming the accumulated effects 
of the many personal olTenccs of actual trans- 
gressors, than in simply overcoming those of 
tbe single offence of Adam. He takes for 
" the redemption of those who had "not 
VDned after the similitude of Adam's trans- 
grtssion," when reasoning on the transcendent 
grandeur of the plan of mercy, as embracing 
of " the many ofienees " of actual 
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transgressors. On the full glory of the plan, 
as thus most impressively exhibited, he de- 
lighted to dwell, and what he says of the ciiv 
cumstances of infants, is introduced chiefly for 
the sake of illustratinjj this higher manifestation 
of " the exceeding riches " of divine grace. In 
arguing for the greater, he takes for granted 
the less. He cannot but be considered as 
teaching us, that the scheme of redemption 
shields from the penal consequences of Adam's 
sin, separately viewed, or where they are not 
connected with actual sin and final impeni- 
tence, seeing he maintains that its object ex- 
tends, not to this only, but much further. We 
infer, therefore, that, under the present dis- 
pensation, no exclusion occurs, where noth- 
ing additional to the sin of Adam has taken 
place, since all obstructions in the way of the 
honorable exercise of mercy and grace have 
been completely removed, by the infinitely 
precious sacrifice of Christ. " For if through 
the offence of one many be dead, much more 
the grace of God, and the gift by grace, which 
is by one man, Jesus Christ, hath abounded 
unto many." " But where sin abounded, grace 

DID MUCH MORE ABOUND.** 



TIIE HEATER. 

These is a Ecapfir, whose name is Death, 

And, ivitli his sicUe keen 
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath, 

And the flowere that grow between. 

Shall I have nought that is fair," saith he ; 
" Have nought but Iha beanled grain ? 
Though the breath of these flowers is sweet ti 

I will give them all back again." 

He gazed at the flowers with fearful eyes, 
He kissed their drooping leaves : 

It was for the Lord of Paradise 
He bound them in his sheaves. 

** My Lord has need of these flowerets gay," 
The Eeapor said, and smiled ; 
Sear tokens of the earth are they, 
Where ho was oneo a child. 

• They shall all bloom in fields of light, 
Transplanted by my care. 
And saints, upon their garments white, 
^^^^3^^ sacred blossoms 

■L " 
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And the mother gave, in tears and pain, 
The flowers she most did love ; 

She knew she should find them all aa:ain 
In the fields of light above. 

O, not in cruelty, not in wrath. 
The Reaper came that day ; 

'T was an angel visited the green earth 
And took the flowers away. 

Longfellow. 



THE WANDERER RECLAIMED. 

I 

'! A shepherd long had sought in vain 

To call a wandering sheep : 

He strove to make its pathway plain 

Through dangers thick and deep. 

But yet the wanderer stood aloof, 
And still refused to come ; 

Nor would she ever hear reproof. 
Or turn to seek her home. 



At last the gentle shepherd took 

Her little lamb from view ! 
The mother gazed with anguished look 

She turned — and followed too I 



■little onks 



DEATH OF THE riRST BOKN. 

ToriNG mother, he is gone 1 
Sib dimpled cheek no more will touch th^ breast; 

No more the mueif-traic 
Float trom his lips, to thine all fondly pressed ; 
His smilea and hap])j- laugh are lost to thee : 
Earth must his mother and hia pillow be. 

a was (he morning hour, 
rAnd he hath passed in beauty from the day, 

A bud, not yet a flower, 

in its sweetness, from the parent epraj ; 
:The death-wind swept him to his soil: repose, 
Aa fcoBt, in gpring-time, blights die early rose. 

Never on earth again 
"Will his rich aeceuts charm thy listening ear, 

" Ice some Jik>lian strain, 
Breathing at eventide aerene and rlear ; 
•His voice is choked in dust, and on his eyes 
,^rhe unbroken seal of peace and silence lies. 

And from thy yearning heart, 
le inmost core was warm witli love for him, 
A gladness must depart, 
d Qutse kind eyes v'llh ouAy t«a»\ib QLoa.'-, 
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While lonely memories, an unceasing train, 
"Will torn the raptures of the past to pain. 

Tet, mourner, while the day 
oils tike the darkness of a funeral by, 

And hope forbids one ray 
o stream atbwart the grieHlscolorcd sky, 
here breaks upon tliy scarow'a evening gloom 
. trembling luslre from beyond the tomb. 

'T is from the better land ! 
.^There, bathed in radiance that around them 

Thy loved one's wings expand ; 
As with the eboiring cherubim he sings, 
And all the glory of that God can see, 
Whd said, on earth, to children, " Come to me.* 

Mother, thy cinld Is blessed; 
And though his presence may be lost to thee, 

And vacant leave thy breast. 
And missed, a sweet load from Iby parent kneo ; 
CThough tones famihar from thine ear have 

passed, 
Thou It meet thy first-bom with his Lord at 
hwt. 

Willis Uatlobo Clabk. 



THE DEATH OF DAVID'S CHILD. 

And the LonI Btruck the cliild tbat Tlriah'a 
ife bare unto David, and it was very sink, 
avid therefore besought God for the child ; 
id David fasted, and went in, and lay alt 
Ight upon the earth. And the elders of his 
jnso arose, and went to him, to raise him np 
the earth : but he would not, neither 
Sd he eat bread with tbcm. 

And it came to pass on the seventh day, 

fiiat the child died. And the servants of David 

ftared to tell liim that the child was dead : for 

jtt, '< Behold, while the child was yet 

we spake unto hira, and he would not 

hearken unto our voice : how will he then vex 

e tell him tliaC the child is dead ? " 

Bat when David saw that Ids scrvanls whis- 

td,' David perceived that the child was 

therefm^ David said unto his servants, 

Is the child dead ? " And they said, " He is 

Then David arose from the earth, ami 

ihed, and anointed him.■<l^lf, and changed his 

H, and came into the house of the Lord, 

worshipped ; then he cnme to his own 

luae ; and when ha required, they set bread 

ifore him, and he did eat. 

Then said his sorvooU voWUt \am^ u'^>m&. 
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thins is this that thou has done ? thou didst fas^ 
and weep for the child, while it was alive ; bu' 
when the child was dead, thou didst rise anc 
eat bread.** And he said, " While the chile 
was yet alive, I fasted and wept: for I said 
* Who can tell whether God will be gracious 
to me, that the child may live ? ' But now 1m 
is dead, wherefore snould I fast ? can I brinj 
him back again? I shall go to him, but h< 
shall not return to me." — Second Book oj 
Samuel 



A SHORT LIFE MAT BE A PERFECT ONE. 

It is not growing like a tree 
In bulk, doth make man better be, 
Or standing long an oak, three hundred year 
To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and sear. 
A lily of a day 
Is fairer far, in May, 
' Although it fall and die that night, 
It was the plant and flower of light ! 
In small proportions we just beauties see : 
And in short measures Hfe may perfect be. 

BXV JOBBOV. 
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THE MOTHER'S SACEIFICE. 

What shall I render Thee, Father Supreme, 
'or thy rich gifts, and this the best of all ? " 
sid the young molLor, as she fondly watched 
fer Bleeping babe. There was 



night in dreams : — 

" Thou hast a tender flower 
tTpon thy breast — fed with the dews of love : 
me that flower. Such flowers there ore in 
heaven." 

But there was silence. Tea, a hush so deep, 
Breathless and tlrror^tricken, that the lip 
Blanched in its trance. 

" Thou hast a little harp,— 
low sweetly would it sweE the angel's hymn 1 
^ield me that harp." 

There rose a shnddering Bob, 
b if the bosom by some hidden sword 
Fas cleft in twaia. 

Mom eamc — a blight had found 
le crimson yelvet of llie unfolding bud, 
i harp-strings rang a thrilling strain, and 

Lnd that young mother lay npoti (he earth 
a childless agony. Again the voitc 
irvinon: 
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" He who asked of thee, 
Loveth a cheerful giver." So she raised 
Her gushing eyes, and, ere th^ tear-drop dried 
Upon its fringes, smiled — and that meek smile, 
Like Abraham's faith, was counted righteousness. 

Mbs. L. H. Siqoukwby. 



TWO ON EARTH AND TWO IN HEAVEN. 

Two on earth, their little feet 

Glance like sunbeams roimd the door; 

Two in heaven, whose lips repeat 
Words of blessings evenhore. 

Two on earth, at shut of day. 

Softly sink to cradled rest ; 
Two in heaven, more blessed than they, 

Slumber on the Saviour's breast 

Two with crowns of budding flowers 
Dance the sunmier skies beneath ; 

Two in heaven's unfading bowers 
Wear the glory like a wreath. 

Two on earth, whose merry call 
Stirs my heart to gladness now ; 

Two in heaven, whose kisses fall 
Through the silence on my bTOw. 
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Two on earth, O, day by day. 
Kneeling at my Father's throne, 

Thus with pleaiiing heart 1 pray, 

" Shepherd, make my lambs thy own I " 

Two within that sweeter home 

Hare no need of earthly prayer; 
There with angci songs they roam 
Through the pastures green aad fair. 



Oft my prayers are only siglia. 
Yearning for my children so. 

Yet I know the Shepherd's hand 
Led them home in tender love ; 

Mine ia aure a blessed band, 
Two on earth and two above. 

EuiLK C. UusnauDoa. 

THE MEETING. 

O ! WHEN a mother meets on high, 
The thild she lost in infancy, 
ITalh she not then for pains and feai 

The day of woe, the watfhf 
For all her Borrows, all hut U 

moment of du^^v'i 
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THE LOSS OF A LITTLE CIHLD. 

! BAY not 'twere a keener blow 

To lose a child of riper yeara, 
Ton caunot feel a mother's woe, 

You cannot dry a mother's teara : 
The girl who rears a eiukly plant, 

Or cheriahea a wounded dove, 
Will love thorn most while most they want 

The watchfulness of love 1 

Time iniMi! have changed that fair young bro 

Time might have changed that spotless b 
Tears jidffht have taught deceit— but non 

In love's confiding dawn wo part ! 
Ere pain or grief had wrought decay, 

My babe ia cradled in the totub ; 
Like some fair blossom torn away 

Before its perfect bloom. 

With thoughts of peril and of storm. 

We see a bark first touch the wave ; 
But distant seems the whirlwind's form, 

As distant — as aa infant's grave I 
Though all is calm, that heantojus ship 

Must brave the whirlwind's rudest breath J 
Though all ia cahn, that infant's lip 

Must meet the kiss of death ! 

J'HOJiia ILiTsres Bavs 
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. BEHEATED FATHER'S ASSURANCE. 

Like you, tny fiiend, I haTe been called to 

*ritneBS the unexpeetmi departure of my chil- 

Two of them I committed to thu sama 

grave, -where they sleep the sleep of death. 

They were growing np togctlicr like two young 

>wer9, whieh had intertwined their tendrils, 

id nungled their sweet fragrance, but wbich 

irere auddenly withered by the same rude blaat- 

Idke them, these children were lovely in their 

Eves, and in death they were not divided. The 

stonn overwhelmed them both. They lie, 

were, ann in arm, and side by side, in the 

deep and narrow bed of earti, until they 

awake in the morning of the resurrection. Kor 

4o they lie alone; their narrow bed has been 

[covered to receive another sleeper, the victim 

of a similar malady, whose sun of brightest 

tronuM went down while my heart was still 

■ejoicing in the beauty of its day-spring. 

It was when tossed upon that sea of trouble 

in wbich these sudden visitations involved me, 1 

a led to tic full investigation of the quealJon 

the salvation of infants. That examination 

ire than confirmed my Iio^BB. \\. s\icti'gXv 

into A C0U70B.TXBLS MWi»A»K*1 



— that GoJ's purposes are merciftil to both — 
and that nhile be glorifies liimself in the exalta- 
tion of the children to heaven, ho would also 
secure by such afflictions the sanctification and 
the salvation of their parents. — Rev. Hr. 
Smij&'i Solace far Jiercaaed Parenls. 



BEREAVEMENT. 

Nat, weep not, dearest, though the child bo dead. 
He lives again in heaven's unclouded life, 

With other angels that have early fled 

From tJiCse dark aeenea of sorrow, sin, and 

Nay, weep not, dearest, though thy yearning 1ot6 
Would fondly keep for earth ita fairest Howen^ 

And e'en deny to brighter realms above 

The few that deek this dreary world of ours: 

Though much it seems a wonder and a wo 
That one so loved shoiilil be go early lost, 

And hallowed tears may unforbidden flow 
To mourn the blossom that we cherished tax 
Yet all is well ; God's good design I see, 
That where our treasure is, our hearts may be t 



BABY'S SHOES. 

O, THOSE litde, lliosQ litUe blue aboea 1 
Those Bboea that no little feet use 1 
0, the price were bigb 
That those shoes irould buy, 
Those little blue unuEed shoes ! 

For they hold the Bmall shape of feet 
That no more their motlior's eyes meet. 

That, by God's good will, 

Tears since grew si ill. 
And ceased from their totler eo swoet I 



And O, since that baby slept. 

So husbed, how the mother Lsia kept^ 

With a tearful pleasure, 

That dear little treasure. 
And over them thought and wept ! 



For they mind her for e' 
Of a patter along (he floor ; 

And blue eyes she sees 

Look up from her knees 
With the look thai ia life they wore, 

Aa (boy lie before her there. 
There babbles iromcWii lo cWn, 
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A little swMt fate 
That's a gleam in the place, 
With its little gold curls of hair. 



Then, 0, ironder not that her heart 
From all else would rather part 

Than those tiny blue shoes 

That no little feet nae, 
And nhoac aigbt makes such fond tears start 
W. C, i 



WE ARE SEVEH. 

A SIMPLE child. 

That lightly drawa its breath, 

And feels its life in every limb, 
'What should it know of deadi ? 



met a little cottage girl ; 
She was eight yeara old, she eaid ; 
er h^r was thick with many a otrf 
That clustered round her head. 



She had a rustic, woodland air. 
And she was wildly clad ; 

Her eyes were fair, and very fair, I 
ller beauty nuule me glad. I 
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" Sisters and brothers, little maid, 

How many may you be ? " 
"How many? — Seven in all," she said, 

And wondering looked at me. 

" And who are they ? I pray you, telL" 
Sbo answered, " Seven are wo ; 
And two of us at Conway dwell, 
And two are gone to sea. 

" Two of lis in the churchyard lie, 
My Mstor and my brother ; 
And in the cliurthyard cottage, I 
Dwell near them with my mother." 

** Tou Bay that two at Conway dwell, 
And two are gone to sea, 
Yet ye are seven ! — I pray you tell, ] 
Sweet maid, how this may he." 

Then did the little maid reply, 
" Seven boyi and girls are we ; 

Two of us in the churcliyard lie. 
Beneath the churcliyaril tree." 

" Tou run about, my little maid, 
Yfjiir liniba they are alive ; 
If two are in the churchj'ard laid, 
Then ye are only five." 
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" Tlieic graves are green, liey may be seen," 

T!io little maid replied, 
" Twelve atupa or more from my mother's door 

And they are side by ride, 

" My Etockingfl tliere I often knit, 
My kercliief there I hem ; 
And there upon the ground I At^ 
And eing a eong to them. 

" And often after 

When it is light and fair, 
I take my little porringer. 
And eat my supper there, 

" The first that died was sister Jane ; 
In bed she moaning lay, 
Till God released her of her pain ; 
And then she ncnt away. 

" So in the churchyard she was laid ; 
And when the grass was dry, 
Ti^ether round her grave we played. 
My brother Johu and I. 

" And when the ground was white fndi i 
And I could run and slide. 
My brother John was forced 
And bo lies tq* faer ritto." 
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" How many are you, then,** said I, 
" If they two are in heaven ? " 
Quick was the little maid*s reply, 
" O, master ! we are seven.'* 

** But they are dead ; those two are dead ! 

Their spirits are in heaven ! ** 
'T was throwing words away : for still 
The little maid would have her will, 

And said, " Nay, we are seven ! ** 

WOBDSWORTH. 



ON THE DEATH OF AN INEANT. 

So fades the lovely, blooming flower, 
Prail, smiling solace of an hour ; 
So soon our transient comforts fly. 
And pleasure only blooms to die. 

Is there no kind, no healing art. 
To soothe the anguish of the heart ? 
Spirit of grace, be ever nigh : 
Thv comforts are not made to die. 

See gentle patience smile on pain. 
Till dying hope revives again ; 
Hope wipes the tear from sorrow's eye, 
And faith points upward to tVi'fc ^'^. 
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THE CRUSHED BUD. 

One little bud adorned my bower, 

And shed sweet fragrance round ; 
It grew in beauty, hour by hour, 
Till, ah ! the spoiler came in power, 
And crushed it to the ground. 

Yet not forever in the dust 

That beauteous bud shall lie ; 
No ! — in the garden of the just, 
Beneath God*s glorious eye, we trast, 
*T will bloom again on high. 



THE GATHERED BUD. 

Have we not knelt beside his bed. 

And watched our first-bom blossom die ? 
Hoped, till the shade of hope had fled. 

Then wept till feeling's fount was dry ? 
Was it not sweet in that dark hour. 

To think, 'mid mutual tears and sighs, 
Our bud had left its earthly bower. 

And burst to bloom in Paradise ? 

AU^RIO A. WATTS. 



JSCES FROM THE SCRIPTURES. 
It is the Lord : let Ilim do what seemtith Him 



was dumb, I opened not my mouth ; be- 

i Thou didat it. 

le Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken 

r ; blessed be tlie name of the Lord. 

on that 13 born of a, woman is at few daya, 

full of troable. He cometh forth like a 

IT, and is cut down ; ho ficeth also as a 

<m, and coutinueth not. 

a {or man, his dnys arc aa grass: as a flower 

le field, so he flouriahetli. For the wind 

3th over it, and it is gone ; and the place 

shall know it no more. 

I shall the dust return to the earth as 
and the spirit shall return unto God 



rhero the wicked cease from troubling j and 

the weary be at rest 
For we know that if our earthly house of this 

lacle were dissolved, we have a building 
God, an bouse sot made with bands, eternal 
'the beavena. 

1» it well with the child V And she answered, 
iwelL 
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.'•I 

I. ' 



O death, where is thy sting ? O grave, whe 

is thy victory ? Thanks be to God, whi^ 

giveth us the victory, through our Lord Jes 

Christ. 

Cast thy burden upon the Lord, and I 

shall sustain thee. 

But though He cause grief, yet will He ha" 

compassion according to the multitude of E 

mercies. For He doth not afflict willingly, n 

''; grieve the children of men. 

;' j In a little wrath I hid my face from thee f 

'^ a moment ; but with everlsisting kindness w 

iji I have mercy on thee, saith the Lord thy B 

I.!'; deemer. 

' 'ill 

God is our refuge and strength, a very pi 
sent help in trouble. 

Blessed is the man whom Thou chastenei 
O Lord, and teachest him out of Thy law. 

It is good for me that I have been afflicte( 
that I might learn Thy statutes. 

For our light affliction, which is but for a m 
ment, worketh for us a far more exceeding ai 
eternal weight of glory. 



;i 



'■ 1. 1 



"ii'i 
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MIDNIGHT. 

Far off the clocks are striking, 
'T is midnight's deepest shade. 

The lamp but feebly glimmers, — 
Thy little bed is made. 

Around the house go mourning 

The winds so drearily ; 
Within we sit in silence, 

And listen, as for thee. 

Dreanung that we shall hear thee 

Knock softly at the door, 
Aweary with thy wandering, 

Glad to return once more. 

Poor fools ! thus to dissemble I 
The fond hope will not stay ; 

We wake and feel too surely 
Thy home is far away. 

FSOU THE GEBMAK of ElCHEin}ORFT. 




MOTHER, "VTHAT IS DEATH) 

" Mother, how still the baby Iks I 

I cannot liear liis lirtiath ; i 

I cannot aee liU laugliing eyes — J 

Thej tell me this is death. ,|{ 

" My little work I thought to briog, J 

And sat down by his bed, I 

And pleasantly I tried to aing — ■ 

They huGhed me — he b dead. I 

" They say that he again will rise, j 

More beautiful than cow ; 
That God will bl.sss him in the skies 
O, mother, tell me how I " 

" Daughter, do you remember, dear, 
The cold, dark thing you brought, 
And kid apon the easement here, — 
A withered worm, you thought ? 

"I told you that Almighty power 
Could break that withered shell, 
And show you, in a future hour. 
Something would please you well. 
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" Look at the chrysalis, my love, -^ 
An empty shell it lies ; 
Now raise your wondering glance aboTe, 
To where yon insect flies ! ** 

" O yes, mamma ! how very gay 

Its wings of starry gold ! 

And see ! it lightly flies away 

Beyond my gentle hold. 

*' O, mother, now I know full well, 
If God that worm can change, 
And draw it from this broken cell, 
On golden wings to range, — 

" How beautiful will brother be. 

When God shall give him wings. 

Above this dying world to flee, , 

And live with heavenly things ! " 

Casolike Gilkan. 



LOVE. 

God gives us love. Sometimes to love 
He lends us ; l)ut when love has grown 

To ripeness, that on which it throve 
Psdls off, and love is left. aiLoTi^, 
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EVA. 

Dry thj tears for holy Eva, 
With the blessed angels leave her ; 
Of the form so soft and fair, 
Give to earth the tender care. 

In the better home of Eva 
Let the shining ones receive her, 
With the welcome voiced psahn. 
Harp of gold and waving palm I 

All is light and peace with Eva ; 
There the darkness cometh never ; 
Tears are wiped and fetters fall, 
And the Lord is all in aU. 

Weep no more for happy Eva, 
Wrong and sin no more shall grieve her. 
Care and pain and weariness. 
Lost in love so measureless. 

Gentle Eva, loving Eva, 
Child confessor, true believer, 
Listener at the Master's knee, 
" Suffer such to come to me.** 
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O for faith liko thee, awpct Eva, 
Lighting all lie solemn river, 
And (he bleasinga of the poor, 
Wafting to the heavenly shore. 

JOHM G. TThit 



HEAVES. 

"Wht, day by day, this painful questioning ? 
I know tiiat it is well. I know tliat Ihi^re 

(0 where .*) thou hast protectors, guardiana, 

Mends, 
Esnch be needed : angel compiinicg 
Uove round thee : mightj- apiiits lead thy 

thouglits 
To founts of knowledge which we never saw. 
I know that thou art happy—fresh desire 

Bpringing each day, aud each day satisfied I 

God's glorious works all open to thy view. 

Ilis blessed creatures thine, where pain nor 

Disturbs not nor dividea. All this I know — 
Bnt O, ibi one short sight of what I know I 

ALroai>. 



J 
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5EVEH TEAKS IN TTRATES. 

He has been tlierc seven years I A iveak 
of jBsxs : Sabbaths all, and holj, Happy dayi, 
havo made up the years that glide away uii- 
I marked by change of scene or [season, in that 
land where there ia no night, no cold, but 
" sacred, high, eternal noon." 

Tear after year rolla alowly away on earth, 
and lengthens the long interval over which we 
look, to the time when he was with ua here. 
"We have grown old since we saw him. But 
the memory of our first buried babe ia as freah 
and green as the graJts was on his little grave 
when last we watered it with tears. 

1 has not grown old. " They only who 
have lost a child in infancy are sure of a babe 
er." They do not grow old in heaven. 
They grow in knowledge and holiness and 
lappinesE. But there is no succession of time 
1 eternity. When we think of one having 
leen " seven years in hcaveo," we think of 
the tjme that has post with us without him. 
~" 8 conscious of no snccessive years in that 
world where there ia no aun nor moon ; nor 
■tars, but in the crown of Ilim who ia the light 
^heaven. 
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Years belong to us; and fliey have been long 

arisome biqco be wont to bis Pather'a 

D bigb. He was tbe liglit of our bouse, 

rell-spring of pleasure ; " ajoyand solace; 

bright, beautiful, blessing and blest; and wlien 

he died, our bearta died with bim, or lived only 

to bleed on year afler year, each passing one 

being marked bj' ibis memorial, this returning 

inivenaty of our dear child'a death. Our 

a do live : for they yearn after that buried 

h longing that no langui^e can express ; 

|iey bleed a» if the wound was of yesterday ; 

J ache when we think of him, (and when can 

Wtra not think of bim?) we mourn like Rachel, 

■ud the sorrow seenu no lighter, no less, than 

n years ago. 1 think it is a heavier 

orer pain to bear. I have shed more 

tears for bim this seventh year of grief, than 

d any former year of the seven. He would 

a been ten years old bad he lived witb us 

1 now! He might have been as good in 

is youth, as he was lovely in bis infancy ; and 

n what a glorious being he would have been, 

now standing by my side as I write these words 

to his memory, or sitting here and 

ding of heaven, and talking to me of the 

orld above the skies. 

Vlhat a glorious being, (Ed 1 as3,\wi. ^rai^ 
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iare been ? KatLcr let me say, what a glori- 
ous being b bo now ! Seven years there have 
been icorQ and. better than seventy times seven 
thousand years on eailh. I know it. God help 
me to admit that it ia better far, for bim, for me, 
for all, that he should have spent tbem there 
than here. For what attainments must that 
soul have made that for these seven years past 
has been pursuing the career of heavenly study 
— the mysteries of celestial learning and celes- 
tial love I I do not know whether he prefers 
to be with aorapha or cherubim ; the former 
are said to love and the latter to know the 
more. I think that he wanders with both, and 
finds congenial spirits in John and Paul. He 
has been seven years with them, and with the 
Saviour who took him to hia arms from ours. 
Kow he must be far advanced in knowledge 
and in holiness. 'With such companions, such 
instmctora, how wise and good he must be I If 
be should come back to us, he could find no 
company with whom he would be at home. 
"Within the laat year, one whom he revered 
and loved, his aged grandsirc, has gone to 
heaven. The child baa welcomed him there ; 
taken h'l" by the hand, and led liim to fbtin- 
taina of living waters, and charmed hia ear with 
heavenly melodiea, and become his teacher in 



file thin^ of the kingdom. It must be brighter 
and sweeter now far both, that they can sit 
together in heavenly places, and speak of the 
Wonders of earth and heaven, as they now ap- 
pear to their opened eyes. Sixty years were 
beCireen them when they were here together ; 
■dere the child had seven years the start of his 
and leads him upward to the sources 
inf Infinite wisdom and love. I should be glad 
to see them there. I should have been glad to 
Bee them when they mot in the streets of the 
Bfew Jerusalem! to have heard the cry of joy 
from the child, as he flevr into the patriarch's 
'Imsom, and hung on his breast, and kissed his 
brow with giory crowneil. 

Woll, we shttU ail be there soon. Thank 
God for that. A few more days of darkness 
tnd the morning cometh, the morning of eter- 
Jday. 

" TBeii let our SOD B* abound. 

We 're msrobin) 
To &irer worli 

liuM shall be the lost time that we will keep 
D anniversary of our child's release Iram earth 
Ith mourning. Thanks be unto God who 
us the victory over death.', i»A. ens oi^nL . 
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death only, for that is one of the leaat of trials ; 
hut over the death of those ne love ; catifflag u 
to triumph in tribulation ; so that we can say, 
The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken, away ; 
blessed be the name of the Lord. 

Rev. IjAUDUL 1 [ien«ijb ritiUE. 



THE MOURNING MOTHER. 

O ! WHO shall tell what fearful panga 

That mother's heart are rending, 
As o'er her infant's little grave 

Her wasted form, is bending ; 
From many an eye that weeps to-day, 

Delight may beam to-morrow ; . 
Bat she — her precious babe is not ; 

And what remains but sorrow 'i 

Bereaved one 1 I may not chide 

Thy tears and bitter sobbing, — 
Weep on 1 'twill cool that burning braw> 

And still that bosom's throbbing: 
But be not thine such grief as theirs, 

To whom no hope is given, — 
SnatcbedlrDm the world, its sins and snares, 

Thy infant rests in heaven. 



LITTLE ONES I 

ON THE DEATH OF A SON. 

I JJEVER trnstprl to have lived 

To bid farewell to thee, 
And almost siud, in agpay, 

It ought not so lo lie ; 
1 hoped that thou within the grave 

My weary head shouldst lay. 
And live, beloved, when I was gone, 
For many a happy day. 

With trembling hand I vainly tried 

Thy djing ej'oa to close ; 
And almost envied, in that hour, 

Thy calm and deep repose j 
For I waa left in loneliness, 

With pain and grief oppressed, 
And thou wast with the stunted, 

Where the weary are at rest. 

Tes, I am sad and weary now ; 

But let me not repine, ' 

Because a spirit, loved so well, 

la earlier blessed than mine ; 
My faith may darken as it will, 

I shall not much ileplore. 
Since Ihiu ari where the Uh of life 
reach Qv!& 



r TItE LITTLE COFFIN. 

'T WAS a. tiny, rosewood thing, 
Ebon bound, and glittering 
With il3 stars of silver wliite, 
Silver tablet, blank and bright, 4 
Downy pillowed, satin lined. 
That I, loitering, ebanced to fi 
I^Iid the dast, and si:ent and glooM 
Of (he undertaker's room, 
Waiting, empty — at 1 for whom ? 

Ahl whatlove-watchoderadie bed 
Keeps to-nigiit lie ncBlling bead, 
Or on what soft, pillowing breast 
Is the cherub form at rest, 
That ere long, with darkened eye, 
Sleeping to no lullaby, 
Whitely robed, and atill, and cold. 
Pale flowers slipping from its hold, 
Shall this dainty couch enfold? 

Ah ! what bitter tears shall stwi 
All (hi9 satin Khect like 
And what towering liopes he 
'Neath this tiny eoffin lid, 

1 Scarcely large enough to bear 
l^e words that must be there, 



I 
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Little words, C 
Bleeding motl 
Sweet, pet aai 



t deep and true, 
ra' hearta anew — 



Ol" 



OU I can sorrow's hovering plume, ■ 
Round our pntbway^ cast a gloom, 
Cbill iind darksome as tliu shade 
By ail infant's coffin made ? 
From our arms an angel flies, 
And our startled, dazzled eyes. 
Weeping round its vacant plaCe, 
Cannot rise its path to traec, 
, Cannot eee the angel face ! 

Mus. II, L. BosTwic 



THE Ln,T. 

Souk, a similitude to childliood see, 

which cling to a deep-rooted tree;' 
1, in the rceebud infancy perfcive, 
hloom of hoauty ushered from its leaves ; 
'be viae a serpent's covert may enclose, 
.nd Ihoms, deep piercing, lio beneath the rose 
lie was the lily, tyjie of purity, 

fay death's tide to glory's waveless sea, 
id then replanted by an atigel hand, 

the gardens of the u[)per la,nd. 
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THE INFANT HOST IN HEAVEN 

hi view of the character of God, the priest- 
hood of Jesua Christ, and tlie slight intimationa 
of holy writ, we may rest in a comfortable as- 
ance that all departed infants are made apirit- 
•aaHy and forever alive ; that " Aa in Adam all 
lie, so in Christ shall all be mailo alive." " There 
s hope in their end, sajth the Lord, that thy 'i 
children shati come again to their own border." 
" Moreover, your little ones, which ye said 
Bhould be a prey, and your children, whieh in 
that day had no knowledge between good and 
evil, they shall go in thither, and unto them will 
I give it, and they shall possess it." 

Our thoughts mount at once, delightfhlly and 
gratofully, to our Father's house, where are 
many mansions ; and we anderstand better why 
in that blissful abode there is such an exceeding 
great multitude, which no man can inimber. 
"For of such — of such more numerously than 
all others — is the kingdom of God," "These 
were redeemed from among men, being the first 
fruits unto God and the Lamb." It is estimated 
that, of all born into tliis world, one half leave i 
it in infancy. If such be the case, then, accordr I 
lag to a computation which makes the whole % 
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■»ce thriB far to nmnber twentj--eig!it thousand 
3, there wouhl be at this moment foiirteea 
tbousand milliona in heaven who were infants 
■when they went there. Whatever may he 
'Ihouglit of the probable correptness of this esti- 
Hiate,the field thus opened for joyful contempla- 
a, and as enrapturing as uumense. 
,Sow many times miiEt yic mulliply the present 
;tx)puIatioD of our globe to make it equal the 
Itoat irhich has already gone to the regions of 
lljUss I How many more mil at last be found to 
■be saved than lost 1 How will the glory of God 
dune m the recovery by the second Adam, so 
Inuuh more ample than the rnin by the first! 
is Satan baffled in his moat malicious plans, 
ur Redeemer divinely victorious ! 



J, for Herod ! not for the martyrs of Beth- 
! alas, for the persecuting pontiffs and 
larchs ! not for their infant victims ; alas, 
tike mother on the banks of the Ganges! 
I fi>r her oiTipring alloat on its waters ; — alas, 
■ them, that they did not themselves perish in 
■lieat infancy I "la it well with tlie child i* 
is well." "I shall go to him;" and I shall 
find bim a cherub, his voice joiuing clear 
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beanly, all his infant loveliness, ripened iiil 

the perfected excellence of heaven. 



Hev. a. C TBaupaon. 



THE STONE ROLLED FROM THE TOM 

As vernal flowers that spent the mom, 

But wither in tho rising day, 
Thus lovely was this infant's dawn, 

Thua swiftly fled his lifo away. 

He died before his infant soul 
llad ever burnt with wrong detures — 

Had ever spurned at Heaven's control, 
Or ever quenched its sacred fire*. 

lie died to sin ; he died to care ; 

But far a moment felt the rod ; 
Then, riring on the viewless air, 

Spread his light wings, and soared to Goi 

Tliia blessed theme now cheers my tmco ; 

The grave is not the loved one's pritKin ; 
The " stone " that covered h:df my joys 

Is " rolled away," and, !o I " he's risoo.' 
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LITTLE MARY. 

From the group of little faces 

One is gone — 
Li the old familiar places, 

Sad and lone, 
Father, mother, meek-eyed brother. 

Sit and moan ; 

Sit and moan for one departed, 

Pure and mild, 
Little Mary, gentle-hearted, 

Sinless child — 
And as nestling memories thicken, 

Griefs grow wild. 

Home once bright, how cold and dreary ! 

Shadows deep 
Fall on forms and hearts a-weary. 

Eyes that weep — 
Thought is in the church-yard, seeking 

One asleep. 

Still the merry laugh deceiving 

Fills the ear. 
Tiny arms, yet fondly cleaving. 

Dry the tear ; 
Footfalls, silvery footfalls patter 

Far and near. 
6* 
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a hearken. 



Ears instinctive p 

AH in' 
, Dajs drag on and nkics iiball daiien 

O'er with pwn ; 
' But the heart will And its loet one 

Ne'er again. 



[ From the treasured fire-side faces 

Here ttwJay, 
Prran the tender, warm embiBces 

Dropped away, 
I Slee^H she nudsl forgotten elcepcn 

In the clay. 

Ahl whatwcarynnmbersaghing 

To bo free, 
IJttle Maiy, would be lying 1 

Low with ihee ! 



Weep not when ye tell the Bl 

Of the dcail- 
T is a sunbeam jcuned the gl 

Overhead ! 
" For of Bttch sweet babes b I 
Jesus said. 



AGAINST EXCESSIVE GRIEF.* 

1 KNOW no duty in religion more generally 
Igreed on, nor more justly required by God 
Almighty, than a ]ierfect submission to Hia will 
.in all things ; nor do I tliink any diapoBition of 
Blind can either pleaae Ilim more, or becoraa 
B better, than that of being satisfied with all 
He gives, and contented with all He takes away. 
}fone, I am sure, can be of more honor to God, 
;Bor of more ease to ourselves. For, if we con- 
iider Him as our Maker, we cannot contend 
■irith Blm; if as our Fatlier, we ought not to 
'dtstrnst Him ; so that we may be conBdent, 
Ithatever He does is intended for good ; and 
■whatever happens that we interpret otherwise, 
|ret we can get nothing by repining, nor save 
mything by resisting. 

Bnt if it were fit for us to reason with God 
Al[l%hty, and your ladysliip's loss were ac- 
knowlodged as great as it could have been to 
3, yet, I doubt, you would have but ill 
i complain at the rate j'Ou have done, or 
le you du ; for the first omotions or pas- 
s may be pardoned ; it is only the continu- 

• AddrCBscd to [lio CounteH oC EnsK, tfi£i Voft ^xiia^ 



aace of them which tnokcs them inexcusable. 
In this world, madam, there ia nothing perfectly 
good; and whatever is called so, is but either J 
comparatively with other things of its kind, ot 1 
else with the evil there ia mingled in its con 
Bition ; BO be ia a good man who is better than 
men commonly are, or in whom tbo good quali- 
tiea are more than the bad; bo, in the course 
of life, hia condition is esteemed good, which is 
better than that of most other men, or in which i 
the good circumstances are more than the eviL 
By thia measure, I doubt, madam, yoitr com- 
plaints ought to bo turned into acknowledg- 
ments, and your friends would have causi 
rejoice rather than to condole vrith you. "When 
your ladyship liaa fairly conaidcred how God 
Almighty has dealt with you in what He 1: 
given, you may be left to judge yonrself Ihiw 
you have dealt with Tlim in your complaanta fbr 
what IIo has taken away. If you look about 
you, and conader other lives as well as your 
own, and what your lot is, in comparison with 
tliose that have been draws in the circle of 
your knowledge ; if yon think how few i 
bom with honor, how many die without name 
or children, how little beauty we see, how few . 
fiiends we hear of, how much poverty and ho*- 
many disoasea there are in the world, you wffl 
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fijl down npon your knees, and, instead of n 



God. 

Tou will Bay, pcrhajis, tiat one thing was all 
to you, and your fondness of It matle you indif- 
ftrent to everytliing else. Bnt this, I doubt, 
jirill be BO far from justifying you, that it will 
•prove to be your fault as well as your nuafortune. 
God Almighty gave you all tho blessings of life, 
Anil you set your heart wholly upon one, and 

~ e or undervalue all the rest : ia this His 
iGlult or yours? Nay, is it not to bo veiy un- 

kful (o Heaven, as well as very scomfiil to 
Qie rest of the world ') la it not to say, because 
fon have lost one thing God baa given, you 
^nk Him for nothing He has left, and care not 
irhat Ue takes away ? Is it not to say, since 
^t ono thing is gone out of the world, there is 
lothing lefl in it which you think can deserve 
r kindneEs or cEtecm ? A friend makes me 
t feast, and places before me all that his care 
IT kindness could provide: but I set my heart 
^Km OQC dish alone, and, if that happens to 
n thrown down, I scorn all the rest ; and 
boogb be sends for another of the saiua km&^ 
jBt I iise from tlie table iu a. to^b^^au^ «a-'ji 
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"My friend ia become my enemy, anil he baa 
done me tlie greatest wrong in the world." 
Have I reason, mailam, or good grace m vbat 
I do ? Or would Jt become me better to eat of 
the rest Ihat b before mo, and think no more of 
■what had happened, and could not bo remedied 'I 

Christianity teaches and commands us to mod- 
erate our pas^ons ; to temper our affeclions 
towards all things below ; to be thankful for the 
possession, an d.paticnt under the loss, whenever 
Se who gave shall see fit to take away. Your 
extreme fondness was perhaps as displeanng to 
God before as now your extreme alHiction is; 
and your loss may have been a punishment fi>c 
ir faults in the manner of enjoying what yon 
1. It is at least pious to ascritte all the ill 
that befalls us \a our own demerits, rather than 
to injuslicc in God. And it becomes u 
to adore tlio issues of His providence in the ef- 
fects, than to inquire Into the causes ; for auh- 
iniswon is the only way of reasoning between a 
creature and its Maker ; and contentment i 
His will is the greatest duty we can pretend to, 
and the best remt\dy we can apply to all o 
misfortunes. »••»•• 

When young cliiJdrcn are taken away, we J 
are sore tliey am well, and escape much ill, I 
whieb woidiL ia all appeoraace, have befall^ f 
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K fliein if tbcy ba<I stayed longer witli vs. Onr 

t kiodnesa to tbem is deemed to proceed from com- 

n opinons or fond imagiuaiioos, not friend- 

■4iip, or esteem ; and to be grounded upon en- 

f tertoinment rather than use in the many offices 

r life. Nor would it pass from any person 

isides your ladyship, to say you lost a com- 

n and a friend of nine years old ; though 

)st one, indeed, who gave the fairest hopes 

liat could be of being both in time, and every- 

biog else that is estimable and good. But yet 

itself 13 very uncertain, considering the 

e of time, the infection of company, ths 

o -world, and the passions of youth : 

it tho most excellent and agreeable creai- 

f that tender i^e might, by the course of 

d accidents, became the most miserable 

; and a greater trouble ta her fiieuds by 

g bng, than she could have been by dying 

Bt after all, maiiam, I think your loss so great, 
PBure of your grief so deserved, that, 
old all your passionate complaints, all Ihe an- 
liah of your heart, do anything to retrieve itj 
nild teara water tho lovely plant, so as to make 
V again ailer once it is out down ; could 
fi furnish new breath, or could it dia.ii 'cS^ 
d ^lirits fi»m tha wasting oE yQ\itaj\ as^ c^^ia 
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your fiiends woulij bo ro far from accusing your 
passion, that they would encourage it as much, 
and share it aa deqily, as they could. But 
alas ! the eternal laws of the creation extinguish 
all such hope«, forbid all such designs; nature 
gives Its many children andfi'ienda to take them 
away, but takes none away, to give them to us 
again. And this makes the excesses of grief to 
be universally condemned aa unnatural, because 
so much in vain ; whereas nature does nothing 
in v^n; aa unreasonable, because so contrary 
to our own designs ; for ne all design to be 
well and at ease, and by grief we make our- 
selves troubles moat properly out of the dust, 
whilst our ravings and complaints are but like 
arrowa shot up into the air at no mark, and so 
to no purpose, bat only to fall back upon our 
own beads and destroy ourselves. 

Sin WlLLtAK Teupu. 

GOD GRACIOUS XS HIS JUDGMENTS. 

But for myself, I bless God I have observed 
and fett so much mercy in this angiy dispen- 
salion of God, that I am almost transported ; I 
am sure highly pleased with Ibjnking bow Infin- 
itely sweat his mercies are, when his judgmerUs 
are to gracious. — Jsreaiy Taylor on tJie lass of 



THE T'WIKS. 

TvTAS summer, and a Sabbatli evo, 

And balmy was the air ; 
I aaw a sight that made me grieve, 

And jet that sight "naa ftur : 
■Within a little coffin lay 
Two lifeless babes as awect as ^^lay. 

Lite waxen dolls which ehildrca dress, 

The liltlc bodice wero ; 
A look of placid happiaeaa 

Did in each face appear : 
And in the coQin, short and wide, 
They lay together, side by eido. 

Their mother, as a lily pale, 

Sat by them on thcJr bed ; 
And bending o'tr tliem told her tale. 

And many a tear she shed ; 

Tet oil she cried amidst her pain, 

"My babes and I shall meet again." 

THE BITTER CL'i" DECLTXED. 

HE cup of life just to her lips she preat. 
Found the taste bitter, and declined the rest : 
Jkvene, then turning iiom the face <£ ^It 
tbie K^ify fflghed her xahsA bqiA wia-^S . j 

_ ' M 
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I SEE THEE STILL. 

I SEE thee still ; 
Bemembrance, faithful to her trast. 
Calls thee in beauty from the dust ; 
Thou comest in the morning light. 
Thou 'rt with me through the gloomy night ; 
In dreams I meet thee as of old ; 
Then thy soft arms my neck enfold, 
And thy sweet voice is in my ear ; 
In every scene to memory dear, 

I see thee stilL 

I see thee still, 
In every hallowed token round ;• 
This little ring thy finger bound, 
This lock of hair thy forehead shaded, 
This silken chain by thee was braided, 
These flowers, all withered now, like thee. 
Sweet Sister^ thou didst cull for me ; 
This book was thine ; here didst thou read ; 
This picture — ah ! yes, here, indeed, 

I see thee stilL 

I see thee still ; 
Here was thy summer noon's retreat. 
Here was thy &vorite fireside seat ; 

\ 
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This was thy chamber — here, each day, 
I sat and watched thy sad decay ; 
Here, on this bed, thou last didst lie ; 
Here, on this pillow, thou didst die. 
Dark hour ! once more its woes unfold ; 
As then I saw thee, pale and cold, 
I see thee still. 

I see thee still ; 
Thou art not in the grave confined — 
Death cannot claim the immortal "Mind ; 
Let Earth close o'er its sacred trust, 
But Groodness dies not in the dust ; 
Thee, O my Sister ! \ is not thee 
Beneath the coffin's lid I see I 
Thou to a fairer land art gone ; 
There, let me hope, my journey done, 

To see thee still ! 

Chablbb Sfsagitx. 



ON THE DEATH OE AN INFANT. 

A Guardian Angel bore it to the shore 
Where souls embark upon Life's stormy sea, 

When, turning from the angry billows* roar, 
The infant cried, ^^ O take me back "witk 
theel** 



TO A MOTHEB ON LOSING AM ESFAJIT 
DAUGHTER. 

God does notliing withont a reason. That 
reason may liave respect to jou — it may have 
respect to your cblld, and not unlikely to both. 
Ho Kcea clTects in their causes. Your case maj 
have been this : you may have been la danger 
of loving the world too mueh, and Ho removed 
ibe cause in tinii:. Her case may have been 
this; she may have been in ilmiger from the 
growth of a corrupt nature, and He took hor in 
the bud of being that she might grow wilhoat 
imperfection, "for of such b tbe kingdom of 
heaven." Tbinkofyourchild, then, not asdefid 
but as living, not as a flower tliat is -wilhered, 
bnt as one tbat is transplanted, and, touched by 
a divine hand, is blooming in richer colors and 
sweeter shades than those of earth, though 
your eyea these last may have been beautifiil, 
more beautifiil than you will hope to see again. 

"With poHmt mind (hy coureo of duty run, 
Cod noEhlDg doca uor iuSfta to im dgne 
But Ibon wouldat do thj-sslT if thon oonld'rt eee 
^^^^IB end of all Ha does as well u lie." 

^^^^^ S.BV, UUXUAll nooEBB. 
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THE TmED SOH. 

2 BATE a son, a third sweet son ; 

His age I canaat U-W ; 
For they reckon not by yeara and inoni 

Where he hath gone to dnulL 

To va, for fourteen anxioua months 
His infant amilca were given, 

And then he bade IHrewiill to earth, 
And went to live in heaven. 

I (annot toll what form is his, 

What looks he weareth now, 
1 Nor gneeo how bright a glory orownii 
His Ehining seniph brow. 

The thoughts that fill his sinless soul, 
The bliss whitli he dolh feel, 

Are nnmbered with the si 
Which God will not reveal. 

But I know, lor Go<l hadi told n 

That 1(1 ia I 
Where other bli-ssed infants a' 

On tbetr Ssviour'B loving t 
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Whate'er befalls his brethren twain, 

His bliss can never eease ; 
Their lot may here be grief and. fear, 

But his is certain peace. 

It may be that the tempter's wiles 
Their souls from bliss may sever, 

But, if our own poor faith fail not, 
He must be ours forever. 

When we think on what our darling is, 

And what we still must be ; 
When we muse on that world's perfect bliss, 

And this world's misery ; 

When we groan beneath this load of sin, 

And feel this grief and pain, 
O, we *d rather lose our other two, 

Than have him here again. 

Rev. J. MouLTRiiB. 

TIIE YOUNGEST. 

I HOCKED her in the cradle, 
And laid her in the tomb. She was the youngest 
What fireside circle hath not felt the charm 
Of that sweet tie ? The youngest ne'er grow old ; 
The fond endearments of our earlier days 
We keep alive in them ; and when they die, 
Oar jouthful joys we bury with them. 
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OUR WEE WHITE ROSE. 

All in our marriage garden 

Grew, smiling up lo God, 
A bonnier flower tlian ever 

Suck'd the green warmlh of the sod; 
O, beautiful uniatbomably 

Its little life unfurled ; 
And crown of all tilings was our wee 

"White Eoae of all the world. 

EVora out a balmy bosom 

Our bud of beauty grew ; 
It fed on smiles for nuiishine ; 

On tears for daintier dew ; 
Aye nestling warm and tenderly, 

Our leaves of love were tnrled, 
So close and close, about our wee 

White Kose of all the world. 

With naystlcal faint fragrance 

Our bouse of life she fiU'd — 
Havealed each hour some fairy lower 

Where winged hopes might build ! 
We «aw — though none like us might see — 

Buuh precious promise pearled 
XTpcm the petals of our wee 
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Eut,e 

Of aogel-llglit increased, 
LUlB tlie mystery of moonlight 

That folds Bome laiiy feast. 
Snow-white, snow-soft, snow-silontly, 

Our darling bnd up-curleiJ, 
And dropt i' the grare — God'alap — our 

White Rose of all the world. 

Our rose waa but in blossom ; 

Our life was but in spring ; 
When down the solemn midnight 

We heanl the spirits ^g — 
" Another bud of infancy 

With holy dews impearled I" 
And in their hands they bore our i 

Whilfi Eose of all the world. 

You scarce could think so anuUl a t 

Could leave a loss so lai^e ; 
Hot little light sueh shadow fling 

From dawn to sunset's marge. - 
In other spring our life may be 

In bannered bloom unfurled, 
But never, never niatth our wee 

White Rose of all the world. 
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THE JL^ePY BAND. 

Aroukd tbe throne of God in beaTen, 

Thousan(]3 of children stand — 
I Children whoso sins arc all forgiven, 
I A boly, hapjiy baud, 

Singing, Glory, glory. 

In flowing robes of spotless white, 

See every one arrayed ; 
Dwelling in everlasting light, 

And joys that never fade, 

Singing, Glory, glory. 

What bronght tlicim to that world abovfrH 

That heaven bo bright and fhir. 
Where all ia peace, and joy, and love; 
, How came those children there ? 
Singing, Glory, glory. 

Becfituc the Saviour shed his blood. 

To wash away their ain ; 
Bathed in that pure and precious ffoo^ % 

Behold them wbito and clean, 
Bin^ng, Glory, glory. 
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' BoATUAK, boatman ! m; brain is irild. 

As mid as the rainy scaa ; 
Uj poor little child, my ewcot Uttle cluld. 
Is & corpse upon my knees. 

No holy choir to ring so low — 

No priest lo kneel in prayer, 
No tire-woman to help me sew 

A cap for his golden hair." 

Dropping his oara in the rainy sea, 
The pious boatman cried, 
" Not wilhoQt Ilim who is life to thee. 
Could the little child have died ! 

" Ilig grace the same, and the same IIjs poweTf 
Demanding our love and trust, 
Whether Ho makes of the dust a flower. 
Or changes a flower to du^L 



" On the land and the water, all tn all, 

The strength to bo still, or pray, 

To blight the leaves in their time to 

Or light up the hiUs with May. 



'1 
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I.EATE THE RESULT WITn GOD. 

. Suppose, now, there should be a. mother, 

jtJways uneasy and solicitous about her ehild, 

in health, or sitting over it when 

1 sickness, restless and oniuous, trying this 

medy, and that, without reason and without 

pc, just because she cannot give liim up ; — 

ippOEO, I sa^, that God should come to the 

jdade, and say to her, " Anxious mother.^I 

IS taking care of yow child, but since jou are 

a and uneasy about it, I will give the 

e Tip to you, if you wiU take it. There ia a 

' great question to be decided ; — shall that child 

recover, or die ? I was going to decide it in the 

best way for yourself and him. But dnce you 

cannot trust me, yon may decide it yourself. 

L upon him, then, as lie lies there sufluring, 

|Dd then look forward as far as you con into 

bturity ; see as much as you can of his life here. 

If you allow him to live ; and look forward to 

J hii eternity and yours. Get all 

e light you can, and then tell me whether you 

B really ready to take the responsibinty of 

Bciding the question, whether he sliall live or 

fou are not willing to allow mo to 

bim will leave yoa to decida it -jafflt^fi? 
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What would be the feulinga of a mollicr, if 
God sbould thus withdraw from tho Eiok bed o 
her child, and leave tlie responsibility of th 
case in her hands alone ! Who would dare to 
exercise the power, if the power were given, ( 
Bay to a dying child, " joa shall live, and on m 
shall be the responsibility ? " Tben let as aU 
leave to God to decide. Let us be wise, i 
prudent, and faithful in ail our duties, bat 
never, for a moment, indulge in an anxi 
thought ; — it ia rebellion. Let ua rather throw 
ourselves en God. Let ns say to Him, that we 
do not know what ia best, dther for us, or 
children, and ask Him to do with us jtat aa Be 
pleases. Then we shall be at peace at all lir 
— when disease makes its first attax.'k, — when 
the critical hours approach, by which the cjues- 
iion of life or death is to be decided, and e 
when the last night of the little patient's eat 
ings has come, and we see the vital powers 
gradnall/ sitkiDg, in their fearjiil struggle with 
death. 

Jacob Abuott. 
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RESIGNATION. 

There is no flock, however watched and tended, 

But one dead lamb is there ! 
There is no fireside, howsoe'er defended, 

But has one vacant chair ! 

The SAT is full of farewells to the dying, 

And mournings for the dead : 
The heart of Rachel, for her children crying. 

Will not be comforted I 

Let us be patient ! These severe afflictions 

Not from the ground arise, 
But oflentimes celestial benedictions 

Assume this dark disguise. 

We see but dimly through the mist and vapors ; 

Amid these earthly damps. 
What seem to us but sad, funereal tapers. 

May be heaven's distant lamps. 

There is no Death ! what seems so is transition ; 

This life of mortal breath 
Is but a suburb of the life elysian, 

Whose portal we call Deatli. 

8 
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She is not dead, — the child of ouraffeL'tion, — 

lilt gone unto that school 
Where she no longer needs onr poor protection, 
And Christ liimself doth rule. 

thnt great cloister'^ stillness and seclusion, 
By guardian angels led, 
0afe from temptalion, safe from sin's pollution, 
She lives, whoai we call dead. 

tay at^cr day we think what she is doing 
Jn those briglit realms of oir ; 
Tear after year, her tender steps pursuing, 
Behold her grown more fair. 

fllius do nc ivalk with her, and keep unbroken 

Tlie bond whieh nature gives, 
Ihinking that our remembrance, though un- 
spoken, 

May reach her where she lives. 

Sot as a child shall we again behold her ; 
For when with raptures wild 
our embraces we again enfold her, 
She will not be a child ; 

^t a fair maiden, in her Father's mansion^ •■ 
Clothed with celestial grace ; 
d' beautiful Mith all the sonl'n expa 
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And iLougb at times icipctiioua y/'ith emotion. 

And anguisli long suppresied, 
The swelling heart heares moaning like the 

That cannot be at rest — 

We will be patient, and assuage the feeling 
We may not wholly stay ; 
y silence sanctifying, not concealing, 
The"grief that must have way. 

IjonaxzLuow. 



YES, AS A CHILD. 
" Not as a child Bbnll wo igain bohold her." 

0, BAT not so I bow shaJl I know my darling, 
fcbanged ber form, and vcii'd willi shining hair? 
3£, woce her tlight, has grown my little starling, 

How shall I know her there ? 
On memory's page, by viewless fingeia painted, 
% see the features of my angel-child ; 
be passed away, ere sin hursoul bad tainted — 
Pas^d to tbo tmdefilcd. 

i, eay not so ! for I woald clasp her, even 
Ls when below she lay upon my \)ic,as9. ■. 



i 
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And dream of tier as my lair bud in Hcoven, 

Amid Uie blossoms bleat. 
My little ona was like a Toldcd Illf, 
Sweeter than any on the azure wava ; 
But nlglit came down, a starless nigbt, and chilly) 

Alas I we could not save I 

Yes, as a cHld, serene and noble poot, 

(0, Heaven were dark, were cbildran wanting 

I hope to clasp my bud as when I wore it ; 

A dimpled baby fair. 
Though years have flown, toward my blue-eyed ] 

daughter 
My heart yearns oA.times with a mother's lore, 
Its never-dying tendrils now enfold her, — 

Eiifbld my ubild above. 

E'en as a hahe, my httle blue-eyed daa^Oei, 
Nestle and coo upon my heart again ; 
Wait for thy mother by the river-water, — 

It shall not be in vain ! 
Wait OS a child, — how shall I know my d&rling^ 
If changed her fonn, and veil'd with shining 
hair? 
since her flight, has grown my litflo stalling, 
How shall I know her there ? 
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TAKEN FROM THE LIFE TO COME. 

God took thee in his mercy, 
A lamb untasked, untried ; 

He fought the fight for thee, 

He won the victory, 
And thou art sanctified. 

I look around and see 

The evil ways of men, 
And oh ! beloved child, 
I *m more than reconciled 

To thy departure then. 

The little arms that clasped me. 
The innocent life that pressed. 

Would they have been as pure. 

Till now, as when of yore 
I lulled thee on my breast ? 

Now like a dew drop shrined 

Within a crystal stone, 
Thou *rt safe in heaven, my dovo ! 
Safe with the Source of love, 

The Everlasting One. 
8* 
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And when the Iwqt arrives 
Prom fleuh that sets me &ee, 

Thy spirit may await 

The firat at Hoaven's gate 
To meet and welcome me, 

Mas. BavTBxj- 

THE LITTLE ONE 18 DEAD. 

Smooth the hair and close the eyelids, 
Let the wintlDw curtans fall ; 

With a amilc upon her featurea, 
She has answered to the calL 

Let the cMIdren kiss her gently. 

As she lies upon her bed ; 
God hath called her to bis bosom, 

And the little one is dead. 



AN EPITAPH FOR AN INFANT. 

Beneath this atone, in soft repoae, 

Is laid a mother's dearest pride, 
A flower that scarce had waked to life, 

And light and beauty, cro it died. 
Ckxl, in bis wi^idom, has recalled 

The prucious boon Ilis love had giVHi, 
'.^aH though the casket niouldera here, 
"" The gem b sparkling nc 



ife, J 

IVHl, ■ 
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A CHILD IN HEAVEN. 



K lost a child. A brother minis- 
ter attended the faneral, and a.t the close of hia 
arks, the father of the det?eased child arose, 
and spoke as follows to his people nho were 
present: " When I have sought to minister to 
yon consolation in the times of your affliction, 
TTOeping with yon over your djnng children, 
I yoQ have often said to me that I knew nothing 
of the anguish, and could not sympathize with 
1 your lo93. I feel it now. I never did 
before." Then he directed them to the source 
of his comfort and support, and invited all ta 
' de fountain of living waters. His house stood 
. hill-side, overlooking a beautiful river, 
' on the other dde of which were luxurious fields. 
• Alluding to this, he continued, " Of^n, as I have 
■ otood on the borders of this alream, and looked 
o the fjur fields on tliu other shore, I liave 
'felt but little interest in the people or the place 
full view before me. The river separates 
B from them, and my thoughts and aScctions 
arere here. But a few months ago, one of my 
sluldreii moved across to the other side, and 
took np his residence there. Since that time, 
yhewrMMibgeB there alao. tn tiia manQa^, 



I 
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when I rise and look out toward the eas^ 
think of my child who is over there, and aga 
and agnin through the day I think of him, ai 
the other side of the river ia always in n 
thoughts, with the child who has gone thei 
to dwell. And now, since another of my chih 
ren has crossed the river of death, and has goE 
to dwell on the other side, my heart is draw 
out towards heaven, and the inhalntants c 
heaven, aa it was never drawn before. I su] 
posed that heaven was dear to me ; that n 
Father was there, and my friends were then 
and that I had a great interest in heaven, bi 
/ had no child there ; now 1 have ; and I nert 
think and never shall think of heaven, but w3 
the memory of that dear child who is to t 
among its inhabitants for ever." 



WHT CHILDREN DIE. 

I HAVE seen persona who gather 6om I 
parlerre their choicest flowera, just as they ] 
gin to open into full blijom and fragrance, 1 
some passer-by should tear them from the bl 
and destroy them. Docs not God Bometia 
gather into heaven young and innocent chi 
ren for the somu reason — lest some rude La 
majr despoil llicm of their beanty ? 
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THE DYING CHILD. 

Mother, I 'm tired, and I would fain be slcep- 

rc'posQ upon tlij' bosom seek ; 
Sut prgml&e me that thou wilt Icaro olT 'weeping. 

Because thy tears fall hot upon ray cheek. 
Here it is cold ; the tempest raveth madly ; 
, But in my dreams all ia so wondrous bright ; 
[ see the angel eluldren smiling gladlj'. 

When from my weary eyes I shut the light 

Slother, one steals beside me now 1 and listen ; 
Doat thou not hear the music's sweet accord? 
a hon his whiCo fiia^ beautifully glisten I 
Surely those wings were given him by onr 

gold, and red are floating all aronnd me; 
These are the llowcn! tlio angel acattcrcth : 
Sball I have also winga wbibt liic has bound me ? 
ther, are they pven alone in death ? 

Why dost thoil clasp rae as if I were going ? 
Why dont thou prosa thy cheek thus unto 

Tby chock is hot, and Btill thy tears are Oowia^*, 
J( ;wiil, dear mother, iriil be el.ilB,^a *&o3Vb\ 
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Do not sigh tlm.", — it marreth my reposing ; 

And if tlinu weep, then I must meop with 
thee! 
Oh, 1 am tired, — my weary eyes are clodng ; 

Look, motlier, look ! the angel kiaseth me I 



TEE PLAYTHfflGS. 

Ob ! mother, here 's the very top 

That brother uaod to spin, — 
Tho vase with eeeife I 've seen him drop 

To call our robin in, — 
Tho hne that held hia pretty kite, 

His bow, his cup and ball, — 
The slate on which ha learned to 'write, 

His feather, cap, and all I 



My dear, I 'd put the things away. 

Just where they were before : 
Go, Anna, take him out to play ; 

And shut the closet door. 
Sweet innocent ! he little thinks 

The Blightcst thought expressed, 
If him that 's lost, how deep it sinks 

^Itf ithin a motlier'a breast. 

n. F. Gouuh 



THE THREE LITTLE GRATEa 

1 BOtTGHT at twilight's pensive hour 

The path which mourrierB tread, 
Where many a marble stone revtialB 

The city of the dead ; — 
The city of the dead, where all 

From feverish toil repose, 
'While round their beds, the simple flower 

In sweet profiision hlons. 

And there I marked a pleasant spot 
Enologed with tender care, 
' Wliere side by side three iafajits lay, 
The only touanls there ; 
Hor veed, nor bramble raised ila head 
' To mar the halloned eccdc. 
And 'twas a mother's tears, mcthough^ 
Which kept that turf so green. 

The eldest was a gentle girl, 

She sunk as rose-bnds fall, 
And then two little brothers came, 

They were tlieir parents' all, — 
Their parents' all ! — and ah, how oft 

The moan of uckncss rose, 
Before, within these narrow mounds, 

They found a ioag repose. 
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Their cradlo-sports beside the heaiih| 

At winter's eve, are o'er ; 
Their tuneful tones, so full of mirthy 

Delight the ear no more : — 
Yet still the thrilling echo lives, 

And many a lisping word 
Is treasured in affection's heart, 

By grieving memory stirred. 

Three little graves ! — Three little graves! 

Come hither ye who see 
Your blooming babes around you smiiei 

A blissful company, — 
And of those childless parents think, 

With sympathizing pain, 
And soothe them with a Saviour's words, 
" Your dead shall rise again." 

MfiS. L. H. SlGOUBUXT 



OUR LAMBS. 

The tender Shepherd beckoningly 

Our Lambs doth hold, 
That we may take our own when He 

Makes up the fold. 

GXBALD BlASsnr. 



THE SERAPH CHILD. 



on the ilEDth oC a «an thrcayanDrBKC, and wfre 
enoloacil In > letti^r lo Ub wltb : 

My sob, thpu wast mj lieart's delight, 
Thj- mom of life was gay and chKery ; 
^p"* mom has riulied to suddt^n night, 
I Iky father's house is sad and dreary. 

Tlteld thee on my knee, my son 1 

And kissed thee laughing, kiaaed thee weeping; 
But ah ! thy little day is dono, 

Thou 'rt with my angel aial^r sleq>iiig. 

Tlie staff on frhith my years should lean 
Is hroken, era those years come o'er me ; 

My funeral ritea thou .nhoiild'st have seen, 
But thon art in thy tomb before me. 

Thou rearnst to mo no filial stone, 

No parent's grave with tears beholdest ; 

Thou art my ancestor, my son ! 

And stand'st in Ueaven's accoont the ohlcst 

On earth my lot was soonest cast, 

Thy pejieration after mine; 
Thou haat thy predectasor past ; 

Earlier eternity is thine. 
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I shonlrt have set before thino eyes 

The road to heaven, and showed it clear; 

But thou untaught spring'et to the skies, 
And leav'st thy teacher lingering here. 

Sweet seraph, I would learn of iheo, 
And hasten to partake thy bliss 1 

And oh ! to thy world welcome me. 
As first I welcomed thee to this. 

Dear angel, thou art safe in Hearen ; 

No prayer for thee need more be made ; 
Oh ! let thy prayer for those be given I 

Who oi^ have blessed thy infant head. 

V My father I I beheld thoo bom,' 

And leil thy tottering atcpa with care ; 

Before tne risen to heaven's bright laom. 

My son 1 my ialher ! guide mo there. 

Ere 

M 



EPITAPH. 

Ere sin could blight or sorrow fade, 
Death came with friendly care, 

opening Imd to heaven conveyed, 
'And bade it bkeaon there. 
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OUR BABY. 

To-DAT we cut (he Iragrant sod, 

With trembling hamla, asunder, 
And ]ay this well boloved of God, 

Onr dear dead baby, under. 
Oh, hearts that ache, and ache afreah 1 

Oh, tears too blindly raining I 
Our hearts are neak, yet, being fleah, 

Too sifong for onr restraining! 

Sleep, darling, sleep ! Cold min3 shall ste 

Thy little turl-made dwelling ; 
Tiou wilt not know — so far below — 

What winds or storms are swelling ; 
And birds shall si 

And flowers bloom about thee : 
Thou wilt not heed them, love, but ol 

The loneliness without thee I 

Father, we tciU be comforted ! 
ThoQ wast the gracious giver : 
, We yield her up — not dead, not dead'^ 
To dwell with Thee forever I 
Take Thou our child ! Ours fop a daif, -I 
Thine, while the ayes blossom I 
' Thli little shining head we lay 
In &e R&ieemc^si 
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ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND'S CHILD. ' 

Beath never came bo nigh to me before. 
Nor showed me his mQd face ; ofl: bad I mused, 
Of calm and peace and deep foi^tfulness, 
Of folded bands, closed ej^es, and beart at rest, 
And slnmbcr sound beneath a Huwery turf, 
Of faults forgotten, aad an innci' place 
Kept sacred for ua in the heart of friends ; 
But ^ese were idle fancies, satisfied 
"With the mere husk of tha great mysteiy, 
And dwelling in the outward sbows of thinga. 
Heaven is not mounted to on vrings of dreanu, 
Nor doth the unthankful happiness of youth 
Aim thitherward, but floats from bloom to blooi^ 
With cartb's warm patch uf sunshine well coa 

tent: 
T is sorrow builds the sliining ladder np, 
Whose golden ixmnds are our calamities, 
Whereon our firm feet planting, nearer God 
The spirit climbs, and halb its ejea unsealed. 

True is it that Death's face seema stern and 

When he is sent to summon those we love. 
But all GUid's angels come to us diaguiaed; 
Sorrow and ackness, poverty and death, 
Oao a&er otiioi lift tlieii frofiiuag masks, 
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I Anil wo beliolil the Bcrajiti's fiice bcmoath, 

I All radiant with tlie glory and the eaiitt 

[ Of having lookEil upon the front of God. 

I "With every angniHli of our earthly part 

ft Tlie spint'a sight grows clearer ; this was meant 

I ^Wlien JesuB touched the blind man's lida tnth 

JAk is the jailer, Death the angel sent 
To draw the unwilling bolts and set us free. 
He flings not ope the ivorj- gate of Eest, — 
Only the fallen spirit knocks at that, — 

L £ut to bonigner regions beckons us 

f.To destinies of more rewarded toil. 

wtlti the hushed chamber, sitting by the dead, 

ITt grates on ns to hear the flood of tile 

■ Whirl rustling onward, senseless of our loss. 
KTho beo hums cm ; around the blossomed vino 
[Whin the light humming-bird; the cricket 

chirps; 
^The locust's shnll alarum stings the ear; 

■ Hard by, the cock shouts lustily ; from f^nu to 

13 cheery brothers, telling of the sun, 
K Answer, till far away the joyance dies . 

r knew before how God had filled 
mer air with happy, living sounds ; 
i! us seems an overplus of life 
ijid yet the one dear heart Uea cold, ami vAJ^V 



J 
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It 13 most Etrange, when the great miracle 

Ilatli for our aabes been done, wLen we hare had 

Oiir iTiwardest experience of God, 

When witli his presence still the room expands, 

And U awed after liim, that naught is changed, 

That Nature's fa^e looks unacknowledging. 

And the mad world slill dances heedless on 

Aiier its bntterflies, and gives no sign. 

'T is hanl at first to see it all arighl ; 

In vain pEulh blows her trump to sununoa back 

Her scattered troop ; yet, through the douded 

glass 
Of onr own bitter tcara, wo learn to look 
Undazzlcd on the kindness of God's face ; 
Earth ii too dark, and Heaven alone slunei j 

through. 

It is no little thing, when a fresh soul 
And a fresh heart, with their unmeasured aetypt I 
For good, not gravitating earthward yet. 
But circling in diviner periods, 
Are sent into the world, — no httle thing. 
When this unbounded possibility 
Into the outer silence is withdrawn. 
Ah, in this world, where every guiding tbread 
Ends suddenly in the one sure centre, d 
The viaonary hand of Might-have-bc 
AJoae can Sll Desire's cup \o ' 
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How cliangeJ, duar frianii, are tliy part and thy 

chad's ! 
|jHe bends over Ihy cradle now, or holds 
Hia vrarning finger out to be thy guide ; 

art the nuraling now ; he watcbea thee 
learning, one by one, the secret thin^ 
h are to him used sights of every daj 
He smilda to see thy wondering glances cod 
The grass and pebbles of the spirit-worid. 
To thee miraculous ; and he will teach 
Thy knees tbeir due observances of prayer. 

'Oluldren are God's apostles, day by day 

^Scnt forth to teach of love, and hope, and 

peace ; 
ISor hath thy babe his mission left undone. 

To me, at least, his going hence hath giren 
Sereoer thoughts and nearer lo the skies, 
And opened a new fountain in my heart 
For thee, my friends, and nil : and O, if Deatb 
Hare near approaches, meditates, and clasps 
Sven now some dearer, more reluctant hand, 
God, strengthen Thou my faith, that I may SCO 
That 't is Thine angel, who, with loving haste, 
t7nto the serviee of the innnr shrine 

jMh waken Thy beloved with a kiss I 

J, U. LOWELI. 
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TO A CHRISTIAN FATHER. 

Again in the furnace, my brother ! Agaji 
lamenting under Ihe chaatenings of God 1 Hj 
hesrl; bleeds with youra, I pour out ray ■ 
and BuppliL'ations that this new and Bora lisit- 
ing may be blessed, and may aftcrwarda yield 
the peaceable fruits of righteousness. It shall 
be 80. It is 80, in some measure, already. 
Wliatever brings us to the feet of our Bo- 
deemer, does us good. He is the Physician, 
and he knows beet how to make up the pre- 
scription, and how to administer it. Ha has 
taken away your boy, but not Himself, no 
loving kindnesses. He has shown you the rod, 
but not the evil it has avoided. He has made 
you to smart under the stroke, but it ia, probft- 
bly, a substitute for some blow nnspeakabl)' 
more awftd, and perhaps nigh at hand when 
He smote you, but now turned aside forever. 
We must Uvo by fattli, my brother. Our conv- 
forts must not be our gods. Our soula 
ndther purity, nor peace, nor establishment 
nor yittory, but in proportion as our fellowship: 
. is with the Lord our life, and our life-giving 
head. O, for tliat habitual nearness to Bjm; 
wMch abali keep us in couGtanl a^nd. graR,vQua ' 
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liendence upon Hb word of tT\ith, wliich lie has 
jntxiused never to late utterly from us. The 
jfiirtlier the creature removes from bs, the more 
^tesirabie and cooaoliiig ia om- walking wiih 
m who, when we are overwhelmed, knows 

Eev, J. M, Mabob, D. D. 



TO A CHRISTI^VS MOTHEE. 

Have you lost two lovely ehilJren ? Did 
you wake them yom- idols ? If you did, God 
u saved you from idolatiy. If you did not, 
on have your God still, and a creature can- 
st be miserable, who has a God. Tha little 
lords "My God," have infiuitely more sweets 
eas than "my »ona"or "my daughters." Wei-e 
wy very desirable blessings ? Tour God calls 
DU to the nobler sacrifice. Can you give up 
leaa to Him at His call? So was Isaac, when 
ibraham was required to part with him at 
k>d'a altar. Are you not a daughter of Abrsr 
am ? Then imitate his faith, bis self-denial, 
ia obedience, and make your evidences of 
icb a spiritual relation to him. shine brighter 
B this solemn occasion. Has God taken them 
wn. yonr arms ? And had you not p\wv 'Cocwi 
> God belbre ? Are you disp\ease»\ ftialtGrtA 



106 LITTLE 0N£3 IN HEATEN. 

calls for His own 7 Was not your heart s 
cere in the resignation of them ? Show then, 
madam, the sincerity of your heart in leavio^ 
them in the hand of God. Do you aay, the, 
arc lost? Not out of God's sight, and GodV 
TCorld, though Ibey arc gone out of your d(^ 
and our world. " All lire to God." You ma^ 
hope the spreading eoveaant of grace has sheit* 
tered them from the second death. Thej UtS) 
though not with j-ou. 

Are you ready to complain, you have brongU 
forth for the grave ? It may be bo, but not il 
Tain. Is, 64: 25. — "They shall not labor IQ 
Twn, nor bring forth for trouble (i. e. for goi 
row without liope) ; fur they are tlio seed of th 
blessed of tlio Lord, and their offapriog wi) 
them." This hiis been a. sweet text to manyi 
mother, when their i;hUdrea are called ami 
betimes. 

Dk. Wattb. 



KEUEMBRASCE OF THE DEAD. 
Wb are lorbidden to murmur, but we ar 
forbidden to regret ; and whom we toved ten 
while living, wc may stit^pui^uc with an , 
tionate remembrance, without having nny 
aion to charge ourselves with rebellion 
the sorereigoty that appointed & ibe^aialioa. 



THE DEAD CHILD. 

Few fhingg appear so beauliful as a young 
^d in its shroud. The little innocent face 
sublimely Eimple and confiding among 
cold terrors of death. Crimeless and fear- 
that litde mortal has passed alone under 
shadow. There is death in its sublimest 
■nd purest image ; no hati'ed, no hypocrisy, no 
icion, no care for the morrow, ever darkened 
it little face ; death has come lovingly upon 
lliere is nothing cruel or harah in its Tictory. 
yearnings of love indeed cannot be stifled; 
the prattle and smile — all the little world of 
ights, that were so dehghtfid. — arc gone for- 
■r. Awo, too, will overcast us in its preeenco, 
the lonely voyager; for t!io ehild has gone, 
implc and trusting, into the prescnee of an all- 
Father ; and of such, we know, is the king- 
2om of bcavon. 



NOT m VAIN. 

in vain thy life I Thou hast not sown, 
'et the rich harvest reapest as thy own ; 

lu hast not fougIit,hut thou hast won the prize^ 
never borae the cross, ynX, g.aJnffiA.'&Ma ^oefc. 
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THE LOST LAMB. 

Lost lamb ! there ia a. starry fold 

Whure inrocGnce U safe ibrever: 
There cbilliug troata anii wintry cold 

Find eDtrancQ never- 
Far from this sphere of doubt and glooai 

The folding arms of love arc round Ihee ; 
"With flowers of everlasting bloom 
f Ilave angels crowned thee. 

Sweet, perished bud of promise rare ! 

Through cloud-rifts in the gloom impendin 
Streams light to comfort our despair, 
The darkuoM rending. 

Safe &om the troubles that molest 

Earth's pilgrim toward the sunset hieing, 
On the good Sliepherd's tender breast 
Our lamb is lying. 

If earnc^it prayer could bring him back, 

I woidd not plead for his returning, 
Where dimly, in tlio midnight block, 
Hope'a star is buraia" — 
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Whete Sorrow, with a trembling hand, 

The death-dimmed cj'O of Beauty cloaca, 
And Love goes mourning, throogh the land, 
For her lost roses. 

W. H. C HoetiEK. 
THE FIRST-BORN. 
"We laid thee down in alulesa rest, and from 

thine infant brow 
Culled one soft lock of radiant hiur — our only 

'■Allien placed around thy heanteons corse, flowers, 

not more Mr and sweet ; 
^ITwin rosebuds in thy little hands, and jaamine 
at thy feet. 

■ !nioagh other oflspring still be ours, as fair per- 
chance as tlioii, 
With all tho beauty of thy cbe*k — the sunsliino 

of thy brow, 
^Qiey nevM can replace the bud our early fond- 

nuBs nurst, 

Ihey may bo lovely and beloved, bat not like 
thee — the first t 

ke fiiat ! How many a memory brij;ht that 

one Bwect word can bring 
' hopes that blna^omed, 'irooped, and died, in 

HSf* delighiliit ipnug; 
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Of fervid feelings paesed away- — those early 

seeds of bliss, 
That genniuatB m hearts unseared by Eueb a 

world aa tliis ! 

My Bweet one, my sweet one, my faireat, and 

my first 1 
When 1 think of wbat thou might'st have been, 

my heart is lika to burst ; 
But gleams of gladness through the gloom their 

Bootbing radiance dart. 
And my sigba are hushed, my tears are dried, 

when 1 turn to what thou art 1 

Pure as the snow-flnke ere it falls and takes the 

stain of earth, 
With not a taint of mortal hfe, except ibe 

mortal birth, — 
God bade thee early taste the spring for wtocll 

so many thirst ; 
And bliss — eternal blias — is thine, my fMrest, 

and my Grst I 

AiAKio A. WAa«. 



THINK THAT TOUR BABE IS THERE. 

Ye who moi-m 
ne'er yon vacant cradle, or the robes 
^Tbat devked the lost one's form, call book a, tidci 
f alienated joy, can ye not trust 
our treasure to //is arms, whoso changeless care 
asseth a mother's love ? Can ye not hope, 
rhenafewwasting years their course have run, 
o go to him, though he no more on earth 
etums to you ? 

And when glad faith doth catch 
Dme echo of celestial harmonies, 
Tcbangels' praises, with the high response 
f cherutum, and seraphim, O think — 
four babe U there .' mrs. L. H. Sioonasiv. 



While sickiiGas rent thine infant frame, 

Before our Goil we wept and prayed ; 
Bat when His heavenly summons came. 

Fond nature struggled, and obeyed. 
Wo l^d thee in thy early rest. 

And changed the burden of our prayer; 
Uay He 'nlio took thee to the blest, 

But make Uwe our fiweruanex *iMae.\ 
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TnOUGDT AT A CIllLU'S GRAVE. 

'T IS the work 
Of many a dark houi", and of many a prayer. 
To Lring the heart bafk from an infant gone ! 
Hope must give o'er, and busy fancy blot 
lis images from all (lie silent rooms, 
And every sight and Eound familiar to her 
Undo ita sweetest link ; and so, at last, 
The fountain that, once loosed, must flow forever, 
Will hide and'TCasCe in silence. When the smile 
Steals to her pallid lip again, and spring 
'Wakens its buds above thee, we will come, 
And, standing by thy muMC-hauntod grave, 
Look on eath otlter cheerfiilly, and say, 
A child lliat we have loued is gone lo heaven, 
A'td bij Uiis yule iif jlowers she parsed auiayl 

THE ONLY CHILD. 

Prutty boy ! 

Ho was my only eliild ; how fair he looked, 
In the white giirment that entirulod him I 
T was like a marble Blnmbur, and when we 
Laid him iDeneath the green earth in his bed, 
I thought my heart was breaking : yet I lired, 
But I am weary now, UiKnv Cornwau., 
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BOWING IN TEAHS. 

Straight and still iLe baby lies. 
No more smiling in his eyes, 
Neither tears nor wailing cries. 

Smiles and tears alike nro done : 
He has need of neither one — 
Only I must weep alone. 

Tiny fingoTs, all loo alight. 
Hold within their grasping tight, 
"Waxen, berries scarce more white. 

Nights and days of weary pain, 
I have held them close — in tuQ) 
Now I never ehall again. 

CKtssed upon a silent breast, 
By no aufiering distressed, 
Here they lie in marblo rest. 

Tliey shall ne'er unfolded be, 
Never more in agony 
Cling BO pleadingly to me. 



AVi^r .' O, the hopeless sound 
To my heart, so closely wound 
AU his Utile being Nfmiil 
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I forget the shining crown, 

Glad exchange for cross laid down. 

Now his baby brows upon. 

Yearning sore, I only know 
I am very full of woe — 
And I want my baby so I 

Selfish heart, that thou shouldst pro 
So unworthy of the love 
Which thine idol doth remove ! 

Blinded eyes, that cannot see, 

Past the present misery, 

Joy and comfort full and free ! 

! my Father, loving Lord ! 

1 am ashamed at my own word ; 
Strength and patience me afibrd. 

I will yield me to Thy will ; 
Now Thy purposes fulfil ; 
Only help me to be still. 

Though my mother-heart shall ache 
I believe that, for Thy sake. 
It shall not entirely break. 

And I know I yet shall own. 
For my seeds of sorrow sown. 
Sheaves of joy around Thy throne I 



DEATH AND THE MOTHER. 

TH to the mother saiil, 
" Thou canst not keep the hahj still, let me ! 
Thou mark'st with pain his gasping, feverish 

Willi one long kiss I set It freo, 

And on hia brow thu sigaet write 

Of immortality I 

-Oft thou dost strive to lay 

Id smoothness down hja golden hair; let me I 

SoHXjther beneath thy touch 't will neyer bo, 

Nor look more bright and fair ! 

.}Tay, weep not, that bis toilet I would nmke, 

Closing like violet up his eyes of blue ; 

r know'st thou not, earth-flowera as friul as 

this 

Were better closed against life's chilling dew 7 
The sheet no more thou 'll ibid, 
Above hia dimpled limbs over and o'er ; 
So statue like, inanimate and cold. 
They will lie bare no more '. 
The form that holds thy. baby to Ilia breast 
Thou wilt not look to see 1 
Nor hear'st tlie sotl voice breaking throngh bia 

rest, 
* Kiflto (be Unle one to oomn to 1&&V 
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Else thou and I would soon be reconciled. 

No more thy tears would flow — 

But thou would*st bless me that I bear thy child 

Forth from a life of woe 

To One unbiased by a mother's love 

Or mother's fears, to bring him up ! 

Perchance to aid thee when thou goest aboye ! 

Then push me from the still, the sweet, sad 

cupl" 

Miss Lydia L. A. Yzby. 



THE INFANT'S GRAVE. 

Sleep, little cherub ! on the breast 
Of the green hillock take thy rest ; 
The wintry snow, the dropping rain, 
Shall dash above thy head in vain ; 
The beaded hail, the cutting sleet. 
Unheeded o'er thy head shall beat ; 
The spring-buds o*er thee will renew 
Their blooming sweets and vernal hue ; 
And honeyed flowers shall o*er thee spring, 
And birds their dulcet measures sing. 

I. McLellas. 
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TWO IS HEAVEN. 

"You have two children," said I. 
" I hare four," waa the reply — " two on 
B«ar11i, two in heaven." 

There spoke the mother ! Still hers, only 
Fgono before ! Still remembered, loved and 
cbeTiahed, by the hearth and at the board — 
tbeii places not yet filled, even though their 
saccessors draw life from the same futhful 
breast where tbelr dying heads were pillowed. 
"Two in Heaven !" 

SafeJy housed from storm and temjicst No 

s there, nor drooping head, nor fading 

IT weary feet By green pastures, tended 

f the good Sbepberd, linger the little lambs 

Ksf the heavenly fold. 

" Two in Heaven ! " 

Earth less attractive. Eternity nearer. In- 
isible cords drawing the maternal aoiil up- 
Fwards. "Still small voices" ever whisper 
("••Come!" to the world-weary spirit. 
"Two in Heaven !" 

Mother of nngcla ! Walk sofUy ! Holy 

« tyta watch tby footsteps 1 Cherub forms bend 

to liateti ! Keep tby spirits free from earth's 

;_ taint; BO shall thou go to Uiem, tbao^ ftia^ 

aay not retiuu to thee. 
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THE EMPTY CRADLE. 

She sits beside the cradle, 

And her tears are streaming fast, 
For she sees the present only, 

While she thinks of all the past ; 
Of the days so full of gladness, 

When her first-bom's answering kiss 
Filled her soul with such a rapture 

That it knew no other bliss. 
O ! those happy, happy moments ! 

They but deepen her despair, 
For she bends above the cradle, 

And her baby is not there ! 

There are words of comfort spoken. 

And the leaden clouds of grief 
Wear the smiling bow of promise, 

And she feels a sad relief ; 
But her wavering thoughts will wander 

Till they settle on the scene 
Of the dark and silent chamber. 

And of all that might have been ! 
For a little vacant garment. 

Or a shining tress of hair. 
Tells her heart, in tones of anguish, 

That her baby is not \k<&t^l 
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Shu sits liesiJc the cradle. 

Bat her tears no longer flow, 
For she scea a hlessed vialoti, 

And forgcte all eartlily woe ; 
Saintly eyes look ilowii upon her, 

And the voice that hushed the sea 
Stills her spirita with the whisper, 

" Suffer them, to come to Me." 
An il while her soul is lifted 

On the soaring winga of prayer, 
Heaven's crj-stal gates swnnj,' inward, 

And she sees !icr baby there I 

ROBEBI S. CnttTON, 



BEREAVEMENT. 

) TE who say, " We have a child in heaven ; " 
Who have felt that desolate iaolation sharp 
Defined in Death's own face ; who liave stood 

beside 
The silent river, and strotehed out pleading hands 
For some sweat habo ujion the other bank. 
That went forth where no human band might 

And lefi the shut house with no light, no sound, 
So answer, when the mourners wall without I 

we have known, ye know, and otvl^ VawR . 

31 




THE LAST SMILE. 

0, WKT fiiniled the babe in iia dying liour, 
When its earth-weary days were dona ? 

It had faded away like a blighted flower, 
In the rays of tho aunmier's sun ; 

Love-full TCOS the look of the innocent child, 

Bo peaceful, i!0 trusting, ao sweetly it smiled. 

0, wliy did it mnilo 1 Had angels down-come 

From tho Tariff Bimny-iiued land, 
To bear ita pure spirit away to its borne, 

To join a. bright seraphim band ? 
Ah, yes, and they whispered of kiva and of I 

Of joys and of pleasures that never will cease. 

D, Qaodt, 3a. 



LITTLE GRATE8. 

Theke 'b many an empty cradle, 

There 's many a -vacant l>ed, 
There's many a lonely bosom, 

Whose joy and light are fled ; 
For thick in every graveyard 

The little hillocks lie — 
And every hillock reprcscuta 

An angel in the &y. 



SAFE FOR EVERMORE. 

OuB beauteous child wc l^d amidst &.e mlencs 

of the dead, 
We heaped the earth and spread the turf above 

the cherub head ; 
We turned again to aunny life, to other tics aa 



And the world haa thought 


i comforted, when 


we have dried the tea 




wo have one, and only on 


e, secure in aacred 


truBt, 




toig the lone and lovely onn 


that 'a sleeping in 


the dust ; 




We fold it in our arms again 


, we see it by our 


Ah, 




Ja the helplessness of innoc 


nco which sin has 


never tried. 





All earthly trust, all mortal yeara, however tight 

they fly. 
But darken on the glowing cheek, and dun the 

eagle eye ; 
Bnt there, our bright, unwithering flower— 
spirif s hoarded alori 
^e keep through every chance and clui^^,^^ 
IB for evermore. 
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MY CHILD. 

i.jJ I CANNOT make him dead I 

^+1 His fair sunshiny head 

Is ever bounding round my study chair ; 

Yet, when my eyes, now dim 

i' With tears, I turn to him, 

[i The vision vanishes — he is ©ot there ! 

if!; 
jfj' I walk my parlor floor, 

i And through the open door 

I hear a footfall on the chamber stair ; 

I'm stepping toward the hall, 

\l To give the boy a call ; 

y And then bethink me that — he is not the: 

; :j;i^ I tread the crowded street; ^ 

*^^ ' A satcheird lad I meet, 

With the same beaming eyes and colored 
And, as he *s running by, 
Follow him with my eye, 
Scarcely believing that — he is not there I 

I know his face is hid 

Under the coffin-lid ; 
Closed are his eyes; cold is his forehead £ 

My hand that marble felt ; 

O'er it in prayer I knelt ; 
Teii my heart whispers tkal — li'^ \a Ti<Q>\. ^3 






\ > 

■ 

V!* 
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I caDiiot Jiiah: him dead ! 

When passing by the bed, 
Bo long ^Tatched ovct with parental car 

My spirit and my eye 

Seek it inquiringly, 
Before the thought cornea that — he ism 






When at the cool, gray break 
Of day, from sleep I wake, 
■With my first breathing of the morning air 
My soul goes up, with joy. 
To Him who gave my boy ; 
nes the sad thought that — he \a not 

When at the day's calm close, 

Before we seek repose, 
J'm with his mother, oflering up our prayer, 

Whate'er I may be awjing, 

I am, in spirit, praying 
For our boy's spirit, though — he is not tbero 1 



Not there ! — Where then is he ? 
The form I used to sen 
IVas but the raitacni that ho used t( 
The grave, that now doth 
Upon that caslrofi dross, 
wardrobe locked', — lie\ 



ML 
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He lives ! — In all the past 

He lives ; nor to the last, 
Of seeing him again will I despedr : 

In dreams I see him now ; 

And, on his angel brow, 
I see it written, " Thou shalt see me there ! 



ff 



Yes, we all live to God ! 

Father, thy chastening rod 

So help us, thine afflicted ones, to bear, 

That, in the spirit land, 

Meeting, at thy right hand, 

*T will be our heaven to find that — he is tfiere ! 

Bev. John Fucbfobt. 



THE TEANSPLANTED FLOWEB. 

In some rude spot, where vulgar herbage grows. 

If chance a violet rear its purple head. 
The careful gardener moves it ere it blows. 
To thrive and flourish in a nobler bed. 
Such was thy fate, dear child, 
Thy opening such ! 
Pre-eminence in early bloom was shown, 
For earth too good, perhaps. 
And loved too much — 
Heav'n saw, and early marked thee for its own \ 



SLiETDJ LUTHER AND HIS DTIKG 
DAUGHTEK. 

LcTEER was called to part irith Mngdalen at 
Qie age of faurteen. She was a most cndeaiiog 
ohild, and united the firmness and perseverance 
of the father, with the gentleness and delicacy 
of the mother. When she grew very ill, Lu- 
id, " Dearly do I love her I but, my 
' God, if it be Thy will to lake her hence, I re- 
rign her to Thee without a murmur." 

He then approached the bed, and said to her, 
** My dear little daughter, my beloved Mag- 
dalen, yon would willingly reramn with your 
earthly father ; hut, if God calls you, you will 
)lso willingly go to your Heavenly Father." 
She replied, " Yob, dear father ; it is as God 

" Dear little girl," he exclaimed, " O how I 
Ibre her ! The spirit b willing, but the floah is 
■ire*k.- 

He then took the Bible and read to her the 
1 Isaiah : " Thy dead men shall live, 
^^j_gethei with my dead body shall they arise. 
Awake and sing, ye tliat dwell in dust, for thy 
UW is as the dew of herbs, and the earth si 
it Ilie dead." 
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He then said, " My daughter, enter thou into 
thy restmg-place in peace." 

She turned her dying eyes towards him, and 
said, with touching simplicity, " Yes, father." 

The night preceding her death, Catharine,* 
worn out with watching, reclined her head on 
the sick-bed and slept. AVhen she awoke, she 
appeared much agitated ; and, as soon as Philip 
Melanchthon arrived, she hastened to him and 
told him her dream. 

"I saw two young men, who seemed to be 
clad in robes of light, enter the room. I 
pointed to Magdalen, who lay quietly sleeping, 
and made a sign to them not to disturb her; 
but they said they came to conduct her to the 
bridal ceremony." 

Melanchthon was much moved, and after- 
wards said to his wife, " These were holy an- 
gels, that Catharine saw in her dream; and 
they will conduct the virgin to her. bridal in 
the celestial kingdom." 

When her last moments were near, she raised 
her eyes tenderly to her parents, and begged 
them not to weep for her. " I go," said she, 
" to my Father in heaven," and a sweet smile 
irradiated her dying countenance. Luther 
threw himself upon his knees, weeping bit- 

* The chad's mottiex. 
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(eriy, and ferrently praj-ed God to spare lier 
to them; — in a few momenta she expired in 
IS of her father. Catharine, unequal to 
^ t!iD agony of her sorrow, was at a 
Uttle distance, perhaps nnablo to witness the 
hst, long-drawn breath. When the acene waa 
dosed. Luther repeated fervently, " The will of 
(rod be done ! — yes, she has gone to her Father 
D heaven." Philip Melanchthon, who, with his 
wife, was present, said, "Parental love is an 
faiagB of the Divine love impressed on the 
liearts of men; — God Joes not love the be- 

;s he has treated leas than parents love their 
children." 

n they were about putting the child into 
libe coffiu, the father said, "Dear littlo Mag- 
^len, I see thee now litelees, but lliou wiU 
ibine in the heavens aa a star ! I am joyous 
ia spirit, hut in the flesh most sorrowful. It is 
VOndcrM to realize that she ia happy,' — ^ better 
taken care of, — and yet to be so sad." 

Then turning to the mother, who was bitterly 
-Weeping, he said, "Dear Catharbe, remember 
iriiere she is gone, — ah, she has made a blessed 
[change. The heart bleeds, without doubt ; 
jt is natural that it should; but the spirit, tho 
Aamortal spirit, rejoices. Hajipy aiv those who 

a young ; — children do not dciubi., — liic-j Viv 

to; witii them all ia ttuat; — Wy Soft a^c-^" 
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When the funeral took place, and Ihe people 
were aasemblud to i:oavey Iha body to ita Isst 
bococ, some friends said they ajinpatliizcd with 
him in his afSiution. " Be not eorrowful for 
me," he replied; "I have sent n Slant to heaven. 

may we all die such a death 1 Gladly would 

1 accept it now ! " 

When thoy began to chant, " L(»x1, remem- 
ber not our aneient sins," Luther said, "Not 
only our ancient, but our present sins." 

To hia friend JustUH Joaaa, he soon afler 
wrote the foilovring letter; 

" Beptehbir 23, 1543. 

" I doubt not thou hast heard of the birth of 
my little Magdalen into the kingdom of Christ. 
My wife anil I aught only to think of rendering 
thanks for her happy transition and peacefiu 
end; — for by it eho has estapcd the power of 
the flush, the world, the Turks,* and the devil; 
— yet nature is strong, and I cannot support 
this event without teara and groans, or, to speak 
more truly, without a broken heart. On my^- 
very soul are engraved the looki!, the words, flie- 
geslures, — during her life, and on the bed of 
death, — of my obedient, my loving cluld! Evea 
the death of Christ (and what are all deaths in 
comparison with that?) cannot turn awaymj' 
thoughts from hers as it ought. She wiui, ai' 
thou knowest, lovely in her character, and full' 
Oftundemess." HrrnER-s CnmsraiB Thm. 

•j4f IhhWmo there vas goiit vsi'aAtiaaSaaJran lb* 
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IS HEAVEN. 



DIRGE OF A CHILD. 

No bitter teara for tliee be alied, 
Blossom of being ! seen and gone ! 
I With flowers nlone vre strew thy bed, 
O blest departed one! 
"Whcse all of life, a rosy ray, 
Blushed into dawn, and passed away. 

Xes ! thou art (led, ere guilt had power 
To stain thy cherub soul and form ; 

Goaed is the soft ephemeral llower, 
That never felt a storm ! 

The sun-beam's smile, the zephyr's breath, 
, All that it knew from birth to death. 

Thou wert so like a form of light, 

That Heaven benignly called tliee hence 

Ere yet the world could breathe one bhght 
O'er thy sweet innocence ; 

And thou, that brighter home to bless, 

Art passed with all thy loveliness 1 

Oh, hadst tliou still on earth remained,. 

Vision of beauty ! fair, as brief 1 
How soon thy brightness had been stain< 

With passion or with grief 1 
Now not a sullying breath 
To dim til/ glory tti ' 



le^^^ 
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We rear no marble o'er thy tooib, 
So sculptured image there j^haU moom) 

Ah ! fitter far the vernal bloom 
Sneh dwelliiig to adorn. 

Fragrance, and (lowers, and dews, must be 

The only cmbleuiB meet for thee. 

Thy grave shall be a bleaaed shrine. 

Adorned with nature's brightest iTTeathi 

Each glowing season shall combine 
Its incense there to breathe ; 

And oft upon the midnight air, 

Shall viewless harps be murmoring there. 

And oh! sometimes in Tisions bleat, 
Sweet spirit ! viat our repose, 

And bear from thine own world of rea^ 
Some balm for human woes ! 

What form more lovely could be given 

Than thine, as messenger of Heaven? 



Not for the babe that slecpeth here 
My leara bestow, my sorrows give, — 

Fass on, and weep with grief nuoere 
For tbose who innocence ontliva. 
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THE LENT JEWELS. 

IT schools of iriedom all tbe Aaywss spent: 
Cb steps at eve the Rabhi homeward bent, 
■With homeward thoughts ivhii^h dwelt upon the 

And two f^r childrea who consoled his life. 
She, meeting at the threshold, led bim in. 
And, with these words preTenting, did begin: — 

" Ever rejoicing at your wished return, 
'Tet am I most so now ; for ainec this mom 
I have been mach perplexed and sorely tried 
TJpon one point which you shall now decide, 
e years ago, a friend into my care 
e jewels gave — rich, precious gems they 

' Bnt having given them in my charge, this friend 
Did afterward nor come for them, nor send. 
But left them in my keeping for so long, 
That now it almost seems to mo a wrong 
it he should suddenly arrive to-day, 
'o take those jewels, which he left, away. 
it think youV Sball I tnxly yield them 

Andwithno murmuring,— so henceforth to lack 
Those gems myself, which I had learned, \i> » 
..Almcsf as mine forever, mine m fcc' 
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" What question can lie here ? Your own 

Must needs advise jon of the only part : 
That may be cliumed again whicli vaa but lent. 
And should be yielded with no dLsconteot. 
Nor surely eau we find herein a wrong. 
That it was left iis to enjoy so long." 

"Good is the word," she anawered; "mayw 

And ever more that it is good allow I *' 
And, rising, to an inner chamber led, 
And there she showed him, stretched upon oiii 

bed, 
Two children pale ! and ho the jewels knew, 
Which God had lent him, and resumed anew. 
R. C. Tnincn. 



AN ISFANT'S EPITAPH. 

BKSF.ATa this stone an infant lies, 
To earth her body 's lent ; 

More glorious slie 'II hereafter rise. 
Though not more innocent. 

When the arohangei's trump shall 
And soula to bodies join, 

Millions will wish their lives belt 
Had been aa short, aa linae. 
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O MOURN NOT, FOND MOTHER. 

MOURN not, fond mother, tho joya that de- 

jXhere ia comfort and peace for the Btricken in 

God has taken the spirit that hashed in thy love, 
The beautiful angels " have home it above. 

The plant that you reared to smile on earth's 

gloom, 
'Ebs fastened its roots in the soil of the tomh ; 
It smiled in yauT garden, so bright and so f^r, 
It h(u climbed o'er the nail, and is blosaoming 

The gem that yoa wore with pride on j-our 

breast. 
Adorns witli its light tbe land of the blest ; 

though broke from the 

The setting is ruined, but safe is the gem. 

en gird thee to labor, to trial and love, 
e treasure once tliine shall aivait thee above; 
faithful, be earnest, night soon will bo riven, 
the lost one!) of earth, be th}- jewels in 
liMvetL 
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THE TENAJirLESS LITTLE BED. 


Mt little one, my sweet one, 


Thy couch is empty now, 


"Whero oft I wiped the dewg away 


Which gathered on thy brow. 


fio more, amidst the sleepless night, 


I smooth thy pillow fair ; 


'T is smooth indeed, but rest no more 


Thy small, pale leaturcs tiiere. 


My little one, my sweet one. 


Thou canst not come to me. 


But nearer draws the numbered hour 


When I shall go to thee ; 


And thou, perchance, with seraph smile 


And golden harp in hand. 


May'at come the first to welcome me 


To our Immanuel's land. 


HE SLEPT. 


They HMd he died ; — it seems to me 


That, ail:er hours of pain and Btnf^ m 







TO AN INFANT IN HEAVEN. 

Thou bright and eiar-like spirit ! 

That, in my visions wild, 
I see mid heaven's seraphic hast— 

O 1 canst thou be my child ? 

My grief is quenched in wonder, 
And pride arrests my xighs ; 

A branch from this unworthy stock 
Now blossoms in the skies. 

Our hopes of thee were lofty, 
But have we cause to grieve ? 

O I couUl our fondest, proudest wish 
A nobler fate « 



The little weeper, leariess, 
The sinner, snatched from si 

The babe, to more than manhood g 
Ere childhood did begin. 

And I, thy earthly teacher, 
Would blush thy powers to see ; 

Thou art to me a parent now, 
AndlachiUtotheei 



:i^ 



ji 

! 



I, ;; 
I. ■ ■. 



■ I 
. I.' 



. I.- 



I-. i 



i • 



■ r 



136 LITTLE ONES IN HEAVEN. 

What bliss is bom of sorrow I 
'T is never sent in vain — 

The heavenly surgeon maims to sa^ 
He gives no useless pain. 

Our Grod, to call us homeward, 
His only Son sent down : 

And now, still more to tempt our hi 
Has taken up our own. 

Thomas Wa 



EPITAPH ON FOUR INFANTS. 

Bold infidelity ! turn pale and die ; 
Beneath this stone, four infants* ashes lie ; 

Say, are they lost, or saved ? 
If death 's by sin, they sinned, because th< 

here; 
If heaven 's by works, in heaven they can 
pear. 

Keason, ah ! how depraved ! 

Revere the sacred page, the knot *s untied ; 

They died, for Adam sinned: — they live 

Jesus died. 

Bev. R. BoBiirt 
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1 CniLDllEN TAliEN IN MERCY. 

L It may be your affliction is the loss of chil- 
dren. Weil, have you not rctul aui^h a messi^e 
Bent to a godly man, as that iii 1 Samuel 2 : 33 ? 
" Tbe son of tliine whom 1 shall not cut o(F 
Bhall be to conaume thine eyes, and to grieve 
thine heart" It is possible that, if thy ehiid 
had lived, it might have made thee the father 
of a fool, or (that I ma}' speak to the sex that 
is moat unable to bear thia trial) tbe mother 
of a ahame. It is a very ordinary thing for one 
Lving child to occasion more trouble than ten 
However, your spiritual intfireMs 
Iroay be exeeudicgly injured by tbe temporal 
Idelights which you desire ; you may rue what 
II wish, becauBe it may be an idol, which will 
tender j-our souls like the " barren beath in the 
Wilderness before the Lord." It was the very 
reful calamity of the ancient Israelites, in. 
iiI06: 15. "The Lord gave them their re- 
sent leanness into their soula." A 
a wretched soul, a. soul pining away 
s iniquiliea, ia oftentimes the etl'ect of those 
[s which we dote upon. It is a blasted 
p a creature in (he room, on the 
le of the great Goil, that pve,^ un\n & cxea.- 
12 • 
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bire those affeetlons and cares whicli are 
unio the great God alone. Such idoUby tba 
eoul it too frequently by prosperity ecduMd 
into. We are told, in Proverbs 1: 32: " 
prosperity of fools destroys them ; " many a fp«l 
is tlius destroyed. fearful case ! A full tabl* 
and a lean soul ! A liigh title and a lean soult 
A numerous posterity and a soul even like the- 
kine in Pharaoh's dream ! Madness is in 
hearts if ive tremble not at this; soul calaut 
itics are sore calamities. 

Let not then the death of your children cauN 
any inconsolable grief. Tlie loss of children, 
did I say — nay, let me recall so harsh a ward. 
The children v/e count lost, are not bo. The 
death of our children is not the loss of our diil- 
dren. They are not lost, but given back; ihej 
are not lost, but sent before. 



AN INFANT'S DEATH. 

» Be— rather than be called— a child of God,' 
Death whispered. With assenting nod, 

Its head upon its mother's breast, 
The baby bowed without demur; 

Of the' kingdom of the bleat 
Possessor — not inheritor. 



:j 
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LOVE STRONG IN DEATH. 

The brother of two sistpra 

Drew painfully hia breath ; 
And a strange fear came o'er liiin, 

For love was strong in death. 
The fire of fatal fever 

Burned darkly on liia cheek ; 
And often to liis mother 

He spake, or tried to speak. 

He said, " The quiet moonlight, 

Beneath the shadowed hill, 
Seemed dreaming of good angels, 

WWle all tlie woods wore still: 
1 felt as if from slumber 

I never eouid awake : 
Oh, mother, give me something 

To cheriah for your sake I 

" A cold, dead weight is on me, — 

A heavy weight, like lead; 
Hy hands and feet seem sinking 

Quite through my little bed I 
I am BO tired and weary, — 

"With weariness I ache : 
Oh, mother, give me something 

To cherish for your sake \ 
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<' Some little token ^ve me, 

That I may kiss in sleep, 
To make me feel I 'm near you, 

And bless you, though I weep. 
My sisters say I'm better — 

But, then, their heads they shake : 
Oh, mother, give me something 

To cherish for your sake ! 

" Why can't I see the poplars, 

Why can't I see the hill, 
Where, dreaming of good angels, 

The moonbeams lay so still ? 
Why can 't I see you, mother ? 

I surely am awake : 
Oh, haste, and give me something 

To cherish for your sake ! " 

The little bosom heaves not : 

The fire hath left his cheek : 
The one chord — is it broken ? 

The strong chord — could it br( 
Ah, yes ! the loving spirit 

Hath winged its flight away ! 
The mother and two sisters 

Look down on lifeless clay. 

Ebenbzer J 
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WEEP NOT FOR HER. 

[("Weep not for her ! — O elie was far toe 

Too pure to dwell on tiiis guilWainted earth ! 

Kl^The aniess glory, anil the golden 

Of Zion, seemed \o claim bcr Irom her birth I 

kA spirit wandering from its native zi 

(Wliicli, soon dist^overing, took her & 
Weep not for her ! 

(Feep not for her 1— Her span was like thoaky, 
"Whoae lUouaand stara sLine beautiful and 

Like flowers tbat know not what it is to die ; 

Likolong-linkVlshailebsamonllis of Pol ar light ; 
Like music floating o'er a wavclesa !nke, 
While Echo answers from the flowery brake ; 
Weep not for her I 

TO A BEAD CHILD. 

CntLD of a day, thou knowcst not 
The tears that overflow thy urn. 

The gushing eyes that read thy lot. 
Nor, if thou knowest, coaldst return I 

And why the wish ? The pure and blest 
Watch like thy mother o'ti *iiy a\e(^\ 

O peaceful night ! O cnvieA TeBV\ 
Thoa wUi not ever ace \ier -wee^- 



L 
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THE LOST JETTEL. 

Dr. Patsok, when engaged in paying paft- 

loral viiiits to his spiritual flock, hiip]>ened one 
day to enter " the bouse of mourning," aod 
there he fuund a disconeolale niatiier, nhose 
darling child had jutt beon "taken frotn the 
evil to come," whom he thus addressed : •' Sup- 
pose, now, some one was making a beautiful 
crown for you to wear; and you knew it wm 
for ymi, and that you was lo reueive it and 
wear it aa soon as it should bo done. Now, if 
the maker of it weiv to come, and, in order to 
make the crown more beiiuiiful and splendid, 
were to take some of your jewela to put into it, 
should you be sorrowful and unhappy bec&usa 
tliey wyre taken awa,y for a little while, when 
you knew thoy were gone to make up your 



THE RECEPTION OF TRIALS. 

The spirit in which we receive triab either 
increases or diminiEihes their hittemesa ; fbrti- 
tude and resignation liisarm them of th^ shaip- 
est darts, while anger and viudictivenen only 
ar^ment their poignaacy. 
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Ithe dtisg child to its mother. 

■ Cease here innger to detain me, 

Fondeat mother, drowned in woe ; 
I How thy kind caresses pain me ; 

Mora advances — let mo go. 

See yon orient streak appearing, 

Uarbingev of ondiesa day; 
Bark t a voice, the darlniess cheering, 

Calls my new-born soul away. 

Lstely lannched, a trembling stranger, 
On the worW'a wild, boisterous flood ; 

Pierced with sorrows, tossed with danger, 
Gladly I return to God. 

Now my cries shall cease to grieva thee ; 

Now my trembling heart End rort ; 
Kinder arms than thine receive me ; 

Softer pillow than thy breast. 

Weep not o'er these eyes that languish, 
Upward turning toward their home } 

K, they II forget all anguish, fl 

iLey wait to see thee conua. B 
M 
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There, ray mother, pleasures eentre, 
Weeping, parting, cave or wo 

Me'er our Father's house rfiall entar; 
Mom advances — let me go. 

As through tills calm, peaceful dawmng. 
Silent glides my parting breath, 

To an ererlasting morning, 
Gently close my eyes in death. 

Blessings endless, richest Lleasings, 
Four their streams upon thy heart I 

Though no language yet possessing, 
Breathes my spirit eve we part 

Tet to leave thee sorrowing rends me, 
Though again his voice I hear; 

Kse ! may every grace attend thee ; 
Ejsc '. and seek to meet me there. 



THE TEUE CONSOLER. 

Oh I there is never sorrow of heart 
That shall lack a timely and, 
_ J£ but to God we torn and ask 
Of him to be our Iriend ! 
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THE LAMB WITHOXIT. 



"Whese'er I close tbe iloor at night, 
And turn the creaking key about, 

A pang renewed assails my heart — 
I think toy darling ia shut out ; 

Think that, beneath tbeae atairj skies 
lie wanders, with his little feet; 

The pines stand husbcd in glad Burpriae, 
The garden yields Its tribute sweet. 

Through every woll-fcnown path and nook 
I see hia angel footsteps glide. 

As guileless as the Pascal Lamb 
That kepi the infant Saviour's side. 

Bis earnest eye, perhaps, can pierce 
The gloom in whieh his parents ait ; 

He wonders what has changed the houaO) 
And ifhy the cloud hangs over it. 

Be passea with a penaive smile, — 
Why do they linger to grovr old, 

And what tbu burtben on their hearts? 
Oa Msi ahall sorrow ii3,\a ixo Wui. 



lie 



I ONES IN HEAVEN. 



Wiflun the darkened porcli I stand — 
Scarce Inowiog why, I linger long; 

O, conld I call thee back to me, 
Bright bird of heaven, with sooth or 

But no— tbe ■waj'WDm wretch shall p 
To liless the shelter of thia door; 

Kinsman and guest shall enter in, 
But my lost darling, never more. 

Tct, waiting on his gentle ghost. 

From sorrow's void, bo deep and doS 

Cornea a faj&t breathing of delight, 
A presence calm and beautiful. 

I lave him, not in outstretched anca, 
I hold him, not witii straining sight, 

While in blue depths of quietude 
Drops, like a star, my still " Gtx>dri4 

Thus, nightly, do I bow my head 
To the tmseen, eternal Force ; 

Asking sweet pardon of my child, ^ 
For yielding him in death's divotce.. 

Be turned away from childlike playB, i 
His baby toys he held in scorn : 

He loved the forma of thouj;ht divine^ 
Woods, flowera, and £elds of waviiig 
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THE LOST DARLING. 

She was my Idol. Night and day to scan 
The fine expression of her form, and mark 
The unfolding mind like vernal rose-bud start 
To sudden beauty, was my chief delight 
To find her fairy footsteps following me, 
Her hand upon my garments, or her lip 
Close sealed to mine, and in the watch of night 
The quiet breath of innocence to feel 
Soft on my cheek, was such a full content 
Of happiness as none but mothers know. 

Her voice was like some tiny harp that yields 
To the light-fingered breeze ; and as it held 
Brief converse with her doU, or kindly soothed 
Her moaning kitten, or with patient care 
Conned o'er the alphabet — but most of all 
Its tender cadence in her evening prayer — 
Thrilled on the ear like some ethereal tone 
Heard in sweet dreams. But now alone I sit^ 
Musing of her, and dew with mournful tears 
The little robes that once with woman's pride 
I wrought, as if there were a need to deck 
A being formed so beautiful. I start, 
Half fancying from her empty crib tbisc^ cq\s^]^ 

13 ♦ 
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GOD SHIELD THEE, CHUJJLESS MOTHER. 

Young motLer 1 wliaE can feeble friendship say, 
To soothe the anguish of thig mournful day? 
They, they alone, -whose hearta like tlune ha?a 

bbd, 
Enon how the living sorrow for the dead ; 
Each tutored voice, that aeeks such grief to 

Strikes cold upon the weeping parent's ear; 
I Ve felt it aU, — alas 1 too well I know 
How vain all earthly power to hush thy woe 1 
God cheer thee, childless mother 1 't is not giTon 
Pot man to ward the blow that falls iroui heaven. 

I've felt it all — aa thou art feeling now; 
Like thee, with stricken heart and aching brow, 
I 've sat and watched by dying beauty's bed, 
And burning tears of hopeless anguish ahed; 
I 've gazed upon the sweet hut pallid face. 
And vainly tried some comfort there to trace ; 
1 've listened to the short and struggling brestt; 
I 've seen the chenih eye grow dim in death ; 
like thee, I 've veiled my head in gpuechliisa 



lajd my first-bom in the silent tomb. 



i 
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LITTLE CBAELIE, 

O euiTOHraG, making golden spots 

Upoa the carpet at my feet — 
The shadows of the coming flowers 1 
The phantoms of foi^t-me-nots 

And roses red and sweet I — 
How can you eeem so full of joy, 

And we so sad at heart and sore ? — 
Angel of death ! again thy win^ 

Are folded at our door ! 

We can but yearn through length of days 

For something lost we fancied ourfl : 
We '11 miss thee, darling, when the spring 

Has touched the world to flowers I 
For thou wast like that dainly month 

Which strewn the violets at its feet: 
Thy life was slips of golden ann 

And ailver teaiMirops braided sweet I 
For tbon wast light and thou wa^t shade. 
And thine were sweet capricious wayal — 

Now lost in purple languors, now 
No bird in ripe red summer days 

Was half as wild aa thoa I 
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A restless sound, and breathe the accustomed 

"Hush, hush, Louisa, dearest !"— then I weep, 
As though it were a sin to »peak to one 
Whose home is with the angels. 

Gone to God ! 

And yet I wish 1 had not aceti iho pang 
That wrung her features, nor the ghostly white 
Setting around her lips. I would that hearen 
Had token its own, like some transplanted 

flower. 
In all its bloom aud freshncsE. 

Gone to God ! 
Be Btill, my heart! What could a mother^ ■ 

In all tho wildest ctsta.sy of hope, 

Ask for its darling like the bliss of heaven ? 

Mas. L, II. ElQOXJKBST, 



■'LENT — NOT GIVEN"." 

God takes the hcaufiful, the beet ; 

They are but lent, not given : 
He sets " His jewels" on His breast, 

That they laay aXivae m\iiBBjMi. 



LITTLE OXE! 



LITTLE CELAKLIE. 



;, matang golden spots 

Upon the carpet at my feet — 
The Bhadows of tbc coming flowers I 
The phantoms of foi^et-^ue-nots 

And rosea red and aweet ! — 
How can you seem so full of joy, 

And we so sad at heart and sore?- 
Angel of death ! again thy vrings 

Are folded at our door I 



We can but yearn through length of days 

For something lost we fancied ours : 
We '11 miss thee, darling, 'when the spring 

Has touched the world to flowera 1 
For thou wast liko that dainty nontH 

Which strews the violets at its feet: 
Thy life was slips of golden ami 

And silver tcar-dropa braided sweet ! 
For thou waat light and thou waat shade. 
And thine were swaot capricious ways 1 — 

Now lost in purple languors, now 
No bird in ripe red smmuer days 

Was half as wild as thou I 
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little presence ! everywhere 

We find Bome touching trace of thee— 
A pencil mark npon the wall 

That "naughty hands" made thoughtles 
And broken toys around the house — 

Where he has left them they bare lain, 
W^ting for little busy hands 

That will not come again 

Will never come again ! 



Wilhin the ahrouded room helow * 
He liea a-cold — and yet we know 

It ia not Charlie there I 
It ia not Ciiarlie, cold and white, 
It is the robe, that, in hia flight, 



Heg 



iside! 



I Of him 

I Thac 



Our darling hath not died ! 

O rare pale lipa I clouded eyei'fl 

-violet eyes grown dim I 
Ah, well, t)ii^ Uttle lock of h^ 

la all of him I 
la all of him that we can keep 

For loving kisses, and the thoug 
Of him and death may teach ni 

Thau aU our life hath taught I 
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God, walking over starry spheres, 

Did clasp bis tiny hand, 
And led bim, through a fall of tears, 

Info the mystic land ! 

Angel of death 1 we question not : 

Who aaks of heaven, "Why does it rain?" 
Angel 1 we blesa thee, for thy kiss 

Hath hushed the lips of Pain ! 
Ho "Wherefore?" or "To what good end?" 

Shall out of doubt and anguish creep 
Jjito our thought We bow our heads : 

Be giveth His beloved sleep ! 

T. B. ALDBica. 



DEATH WITnOUT ITS STING. 

MouBN' not o'er early graves — for those 
Removed whilst only buds are shown, 

For God, who sowed and watered, knows 
The time to gather in bis own. 

Thia blossom knows no winter's breath. 
Sheltered beneath the Almighty wing ; 

And though it felt the slroke of death, 
Blest babe ! it never knew its sting. 
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HOUSEHOLD DIRGaBS. 

I've lost my little May at last ! 

She perished in the spring. 
When earliest flowers began to bud. 

And earliest birds to sing ; 
I laid her in a country grave, 

A rural, soft retreat : 
A marble tablet at her head, 

And violets at her feet 

I would that she were back again, 

In all her childish bloom ; 
My joy and hope have followed her, 

My heart is in the tomb I 
I know that she is gone away, 

I know that she is fled ; 
I miss her everywhere, and yet 

I cannot make her dead I 

I wake the children up at dawn. 

And say a simple prayer, 
And draw them round the morning mealy 

But one is wanting there I 
I see a little chair apart, 

A little pinafore, 
And memory fills the vacancy, 

As time wiH — ue;v«t xnaift\ ^ 





|, I sit within my room and write, 


1 The lone and weary hours, 


And miss the little maid again 


1 Among the window flowers ; 


And miss her with the toys beade 


My desk, in ailent play ; 


Ajid then I tam and look for her. 


! But she haa llonn away. 


I drop my jdJe pen and hark, 


And catch the faintest sound ; 


She moat be playing hide-and-seek 


In shady nooks around ; 


She '11 come and climb my chair agiun, 


And peep my shoulder o'er j 


1 I hear a stilled laugh — but no, 


She Cometh never more ! ■ 


I waited only yesternight^ ^^^| 


The evening service read, ^^^^| 


And lingered for my idol's kiH, ^^^^| 


Before she went to bed ; ^^^| 


Forgetting she had gone before, ^^^H 


Is slumbers soft and sweet: ^^^^| 


A monument above her head, ^^^| 


And violets at her feet ^^^| 


Hl ^^^m 
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LESKS IS THE HEAVENLY OSfi 



TmiRE is somethiDg pleasing in thii 
Uiat evcty iufant that yau lose ia a lin 
binds you to tlie grave on the one han 
a link also that binds you to eternity i 
other. A portion of yourself has takei 
aesdon of the tomb, to remind you tin 
must lie down there. A soul tliat was i 
to yourself has taken possession of etcn 
remind you that you must enter there, 
bodies are, through our infants, in coaui 
nith the dust; and our spirits, througlta 
-with the everlasting throne. We an! 
posed to strike our roots into this &dl| 
fainting earth, that it becomes mercy i 
part of God to send those chastisements, 
loosen our affections from a world d 
to Dame. Each infant that ne lose is 
(holy and happy truth I) leas to bind 
this world, and a tie more to bind our 
to that better world where our infants 
preceded us. It is thus God gradually 1 
the tree before it falls. Death thus lose 
its pain before it overtakes us. Happy 
if we realize itl Happy Vcaaon, li i 



1 
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Good and gracious is iJiat Father, who tlius 
'pfeacbea to His people from the infant'a tier, 
■When they will not learn the lesson which they 
need from His ambassadors in (he pulpit ! 



THE MINISTERING ANGEL. 

MoTHEit, has the dove that nestled 

Lovingly upon thy hreaat, 
Folded np his little pinion, 

And in darkness gone to rest ? 
Nay, the grave is dark and dreary, 

Eut the lost one is not there ; 
Hear'aC thou not its gentle whisper, 

Floating on the ambient aJr? 
It ia near thee, gentle mother, 

Near thee at the evening hour; 
Its sort kiss is in the zopbyr. 

It looks up from every flower. 
And when, Night's dark shadows fleeing. 

Low thou bendest thee in prayer, 
And thy heart feuls nearest heaven, 

Then thy angel babe b there ! 

Mm. EuiLV Jddbun 
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THE OPEN WINDOW. 

The old house by the lindens 

Stood silent in the shade, 
And on the gravelled pathway 

The light and shadow played. 

I saw the nursery windows 

Wide open to the air ; 
But the faces of the children, 

They were no longer there. 

The large Newfoundland house-dog 
Was standing by the door ; 

He looked for his little playmates, 
Who would return no more. 

They walked not under the lindens. 
They played not in the hall ; 

But shadow, and silence, and sadness 
AVhere hanging over all. 

The birds sang in the branches. 
With sweet, familiar tone ; 

But the voices of the children 
Will be heard in dreams alone I 
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And the boy that walked besido me, 

Hb could not understand 
Why elosar in mine, ah I closer, 

1 pressed his warm, soft hand ! 

Ltworaiwiw. 



CHILDREN ENTERING HEAVEN. 

Who are they whose little feet, 

Pacing life's dark journey throngh, 
Kow ha^e reached that heavenly seat 
They had ever kept in view ? 
" I frran Greenland's frozen land ; " 

" I from India's snltry plain ; " 
" I from Afrie's barren sand ; " 
" I from islands of the main." 
" All our earthly journey past, 
Every tear and pain gone by, 
Here together met at last 

At the portala of ihe sky ; 
Each the welcome ' Come ' awaits, 

Conquerors over deatli and sin 1" 
lift your heads, ye golden gates, 
Let the little travellers in, 

EDUONmBon. 



1 OSES IN HEAVEN. 



Go to thy deep, my child. 

Go to thy dreamless bed, 
Gentle and undefiled, 

With blesEings on thy head ; 
Fresh roseg in Ihy hand, 

Buda on thy pillow laid, — 
Haste from this fearful land. 

Where flowere so quickly fade. 

Before thy heart had iGaraed 

In waywardness to stray, 
Before thy feet had turned 

The dark and downward way ; 
Ere sin had scared tliy breaat, 

Or Borrow woke the tear, 
Rise to thy home of rest 

In yon celestial Bphero. 

Because thy smile was fair. 

Thy lip and eye so bright ; 
Because thy cradle-care 

Was such a fond delight. 
Shall Love, with weak embrace, 

Thy outspread wing detain ? 
Ho I — Angel, seek thy place 

A mi ll i]i6 cterab Itoiiv. 






THE LITTLE BOY THAT DIED. 

I AM all alono in my chamber now, 

And the midnight hour U near, 
And the fagot's cratk, and the dock's dull tick, 

Arc llie only Bomide 1 hear; 
'And ovar.my sou!, in its solitude, 

Sweet feelings of sadness glidii ; 
For my heart and my eyos aro full, when I think 

Of the little boy that died. 

J went one night to my father's hoase — 

Went home to the dear ones all, 
And BoMy I opened the garden gate, 

And softly the door of the hall. 
Vj mother eame out to meet her son, 

She kiascd mo, and then she sighed. 
And her head fell on my nefk, and she wept 

For her Utile boy that died. 

And when 1 gazed on bis innocent face. 

As still and cold he lay, 
And thought what a lovely child he had been. 

And how soon he must decay ; ' 
" Oh death, thou loTcat the beautiful," 

In the woe of my spirit I cried, 
Forsparkledthecyea, and thu forehead was foir^ 

OCOo^ttle boy that diedl 
^^^K. 14* 
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'. :; Again I will go to my fathei^s house 

^i-i Go home to the dear ones all, 

And sadly I 'U open the garden gate, 

And sadly the door of the hall. 
I shall meet my mother, but never m 

With her darling by her side ; 
But she '11 kiss me, and sigh and wee 
For the little boy that died. 



■ \ ! 



!^' 'I 



I shall miss him when the flowers coi 



i" ' In the garden where he played ; 

I shall miss him more by the fire-side 



'i I 'l When the flowers have all decaye 



}' i I shall see his toys and his empty cha 

And the horse he used to ride ; 
And they will speak, with a silent sp 
Of the little boy that died. 

I shall see his little sister again 

With her playmates about the doo 
And I '11 watch the children in their 

As I never did before ; 
And if in the group I see a child 

That 's dimpled and laughing-eye 
1 11 look to see if it may not be 

The litUe boy that died. 
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"We shall all go Lome to our Father's house — 

Father's house in the skiea, 
VVhere the hope of our soul shall have no blight, 

And our love no hrofcen tics ; 
We shall roam on the banks of the River of 

And batlie in its hlissfiil tide : 
And one of tlie joj-s of our heaven ahall be 
The little hoy tiiat died ! 

nd, therefore, when I am sitting al3ne, 
And the midnight hour is near, 
.When the fagot's crack and tlio clock's doll tick 

Are the only sounds 1 hear, — 
Qh Bweet o'er my soul in its solitude 
Are the feelings of sadness that glide ; 

igh my heart and my eyes arc full, trhen I 
think 
Of the little boy that died. 

Juehua D. KODiHSOn, 



Oh! the lost, the unforgotten, 
Though the world be oft foi^ot 

Oh ! the shrouded and the lonely, 
Jfl our hearts they penaV tuA. 



v^ 



i IN UEAVKN. 



EITTIE IS GONE. 

The folloBing beaulillil and touchlog prose-poem mi 
■writlen by Ur, WiLtlAU II. Uhaddury, Ihe mt " ' 
compuficr, ou tlifl death of liu dangliler, agod fiva ; 
bnd Hveutceu days. 

KiTTiB is gone. Where ? To heaven. 
angel came, and took Ler away. She w 
lovely cliild — gentle aa a lamb; the pet of the 
■whole family ; the youngest of them alL Btrt 
she conld not stay with us any longer. She 
bad an angel-siEter in heaven, who naa ivdliDg 
for her. The angel-sister was with ns only s 
few months, but she has been in heaven many 
years, and she must have loved Kittie, for 
everybody loved her. The loveliest fIowen< 
are often soonest plucked. If a litiJe vraea 
sweeter and more musical than others i 
heard, I knew Kiltie was near. If my study- 
door opened ao gently and slyly that no sound 
conld be heard, I knew Kittie was coming, 
after an hour's quiet play, a little shadow pasaedl 
me, and tho door opened and shut as no 
else could open and shut it, "so as not to 
turb papa," 1 knew Kittie was going. Wlen^. 
in the midst of my composing, I beard a gen-: 
t!o roice saying, " tapa, ma-j \ Wkj -wilii. -you 
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I a little while ? I will be v".nj still," I did not 
I need lo look off my work, to assure me that 
I it was my little lamb. Tou staid ■with me too 
l long, Kittie dear, to leave me so Bnddenly; 

■ and you arc loo slili now. You became my 
fUttle aaaiatant — my home-angel — my young- 
I est and sweetest singing-bird, and I misa the 

■ litlle voice that I have heard in an adjoining 
L K>om, eatching up and eeboiag little snatchca 
I of melody oa they were being composed. I 
r Djisa those soft and sweet kisses. I miss the 
' little hand that was always first to be placed 

upon my forehead, to " drive away the paja." 
I miss the sound of those little feet upon the 
stairs. I miss the little knock at my bed-room 
door in the morning, and the triple good-night 
kiss in the evening. I miss the sweet smiles 
from the sunniest of faces. I miss — oh 1 how 
I miss the foremost in the little group who came 
out to meet me at the gate for the first kiss. I 
do not stoop BO low now, Kittie, to give that first 
I kiss. I miss you at the table, and at family 
r worship. I miss your voice in "/ teant lo be an 
tmijtt," for noboily could sing it like you. I misa 
you in my rides and walks. I miss you in the 
garden. I miss you everywhere; bnt I will 
try not to miss you in heaven. "Pa^'i.SS. ■««■ 

■ arc good, will an angel tra\y come ani i^n 
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US to heaven when we die ?** When the ques- 
tion was asked, how little did I think the angel 
was so near ! But he did " truly " come, and 
the sweet flower is translated to a more genial 
clime. "I do wish papa would come." Wait 
a little while, Kittie, and papa will come. The 
journey is not long. He will soon be " home." 



MINISTERING SPIRITS. 

It is a beautiful belief, 

That ever round our head 
Are hovering on noiseless wing 

The spirits of the dead. 
It is a beautiful belief. 

When ended our career, 
That it will be our ministry 

To watch o*er others here ; 
To lend a moral to the flower, 

Breathe wisdom on the wind. 
To hold commune at night's lone hour, 

With the imprisoned mind ; 
To bid the mourner cease to mourn. 

The trembling be forgiven ; 
To bear away from ills of clay. 

The infant to \la\i^ai>icvi. 
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THE WIJJTEn BURIAL. 



Odr baby lies under the snow, awcet wife, 

Our baby lies under the snow ; 
Out in the dark with the night. 

While the winds so loudly blow. 

Shall wo Bbat the baby out, sweet wife, 

"While the chilling winds do blow ? 
O, tbo grave is now its bed. 

And its coverlet is snow. 

O, our rneny bird is soared, sweet irife, 

That a rain of music gave ! 
'And tbo snow falls on our hearts, 

And our hearts are each a grave. 

O, she was the lamp of our life, sweet wife, 
Blown out in a night of gloom ! 1 



A leaf from oi 



! flower of love, 

1 fresh spring bloom. 



But the lamp will shine above, sweet wilb, 

And Oie leaf again will grow, 
Where there are no bitter winds, 
1 no dreary, dreary snow. 
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A MOTHER'S LAMENT FOR THE DEATH 

OF HER SON. 

Fate gave the word, the aripow sped. 

And pierced the darling's heart ; 
And with him all the joys are fled, 

Life can to me impart 
By cruel hands the sapling drops. 

In dust dishonored laid : 
So fell the pride of all my hopes, 

My age's future shade. 

The mother-linnet in the brake 

Bewails her ravished young ; 
So I, for my lost darling's sake, 

Lament the live day long. 
Death, oft I 've fear'd thy fatal blow. 

Now, fond I bare my breast ; 
O, do thou kindly lay me low 

With him I love, at rest ! 

BOBSRT BuBirs. 



There is a voice which sorrow hears. 

When heaviest weighs life's galling chain ; 

'T is heaven that whispers — dry thy tears. 
The pure in heaven siMSl ToaeX. ^ii^iwii. 



THE IKFANT SPIRIT'S PRAYEK. 

ladj wbD bdd lost her Hiuband il 



BiLENCE filled the courta of heaTi:n, hushed 

■were angel harp and tone, 
While a little new-born spirit knelt bclbro the 

eternal throne. 
^ his amall white hands were liilcd, clasped as 

if in earnest prayer, 
And his voice in low, sweet murmurs rose like 

UgfaC from the fiiU fount of glory on his robes 

of nhitenesB glistened, 
Aiid the bright-winged seraphs round him bowed 

their radiant heads and listened. 



" Lord, from thy world of glory here, 
My heart turns fondly lo another : 
O Lord, our God I the Comforter, 

Comfort, comfort my sweet mother I 
Many sorrotrs hast thou sent her. 

Meekly hatb she drained the cup, 
And the jewels thou hast lent her, 
^^, TJnrepining, yielded up : ^ 

^H^^j«|i&rt, comlbrt my siTOe.^ ^^{j^^^^^^^l 

■L '^ Hi 
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" Earth is growing lonely round her, 

Friend and lover hast thou taken ; 
Let her not, though clouds surround her, 

Feel herself by Thee forsaken. 
Let her think, while faint and weary. 

We are waiting for her here ; 
Let each thought that makes earth dreary 

Make the thought of heaven more dear. 

" Saviour, Thou, in nature human, 

Dwelt on earth a little child. 
Pillowed on the breast of woman, 

Blessed Mary, undefiled. 
Thou, who from thy cross of suffering 

Viewed thy mother's tearful face. 
And bequeathed her to thy loved one, • 

Bidding him to fill thy place, 
Comfort, comfort my sweet mother ! 

" Thou, who, from the heavens descending. 

Tears, and woes, and suffering won ; 
Thou, who, nature's laws suspending, 

Gave the widow back her son ; 
Thou, who at the grave of Lazarus 

Wept with those who wept their dead; 
Thou, who once in mortal anguish 

Bowed thine own anointed head, -^ 
Comfort, comfort my s^iVieX. \siQl^<i^ V 
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The dove-like murmer died away upon the 

evening air, 
Yet still the little suppliant knelt, with hands 

still clasped in prayer ; 
Still were the softly-pleading eyes turned to the 

sapphire throne, 
While angel harp and angel voice rang out in 

mingling tone. 
And as the choral numbers swelled by angel 

voices ^ven, 
High, loud and clear the anthem rolled through 

all the courts of heaven. 
" He is the widow's Grod," it said, " who spared 

not his own Son." 
The infant spirit bowed its head, — " Thy will, 

O God, be done 1 " 



A MEMORY. 

Her memory still within my mind 

Betains its sweetest power; 
It is the perftime left behind 

That whispers of the flower. 

Mbs. Welbt. 
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THE CROCUS. 

Beneath the sunny autumn sky, 

"With gold leaves dropping round, 
We sought, my little friend and I, 

The consecrated ground, 
Where calm beneath the holy cross, 

O'ershadowed by sweet skies, 
Sleeps tranquilly that youthful form, 

Those blue, unclouded eyes. 

Around the soft green swelling mound 

We scooped the earth away. 
And buried deep the crocus bulbs 
Against a coming day. 
" These roots are dry, and brown, and sere, 

Why plant them here ? " he said, 
" To leave them all the winter long 
So desolate and dead." 

" Dear child, within each sere dead form 

There sleeps a living flower, 
And angel-like it shall arise 

In spring's returning hour.** 
Ah, deeper down — cold, dark, and chill, 

We buried our heart's flower. 
But angel-like shall he arise 

In spring's immortaWiouc. 
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In blue and yullow from it 

Springs up the crocus fa 
And God shall rai: 

Those Eunoy wa 
JSot Jbr a. fading gammer's mom, 

Not for a fleeting hour. 
But for an endless age of bliss, 

Shall rise our heart's dear flower. 

Mus. II. li. Siowi. 



A DIEGE. 

Calm on the bosom of thy God, 
Toung spirit I rest thee now ; 

Even while with us thy footstep trod 
Hi" seal was on thy brow. 

Xhist, to its narrow houso beneath I 
Soul, to its place on liigh ! — 

They that have seen thy look in death. 
No more may fear to die. 

Lone are the paths, and sad the bowers, 
Whence tby meek smile is gone ; 

But oh I a brighter home than ours 
In heaven ia now thine own. 
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TO A BEREAVED FATHER. 



r, I dare not eay, wsep not. Jen 
■wept at tLe gravn of Lazarns, and surely, 1 
allows you to wfipp ; Gurcly, tliere is a " nea 
be" that yon feel a lieaviuess under Bach ) 
trial. But O, let hope and joy mitigate y 
heaviness. I know not how this, or a for 
trial, shall work for your gcxid, biit it is enong 
that God knows. He that said, " AH thing 
shall woik together for good to them that loW 
God," exocpta not from thia promise the Bi 
trial- You devoted yonr son to God ; yoit oa* 
not doubt that ho accepted Ihu surrender, H 
he has been hid in the chamber of tlic g 
from the evil of ran, and from the evil of sufieO 
ing, let not your eye be evil, when God is 
What you chiefly wished for him, and prayed 
on hia behalf, was spiritual and heaTenly blea 
inga. If the greatest thing you wtahed for il 
accomplished, at tlic season and in the 
ner InRnite Wisdom saw best, refuse not b 
be comforted; you know not what -work tm 
joy have been waiting for him in that 'wori 
whoreGod'B"servaiitaBhall serve him.-* Sboid 
foa sorrow immodcratBi-Y -wXkh \ini. Win n 
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ground of bope that he, and his other parent, 
are rejoicing in what you lament ? I know that 
nature will feel ; and I believe suppressing its 
emotions in such cases is not profitable, either 
to soul or body; but, I trust, though you mourn, 
God will keep you from murmuring, and that 
you shall have to glory in your tribulation and- 
infirmity, while the pother of Christ is mani> 
fested thereby. 

Ebskikb. 



THE DEATH LULLABY. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 
Once more upon my breast 
Thine aching head shall rest, 

Li quiet sleep. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 
Sweetly thine eye is closing, 
Calmly thou 'rt now reposing, 

In slumber deep. 

Sleep, angel baby, sleep I 
Not in thy cradle bed 
Shall rest thy little head. 
But with the quiet dead. 

In dreamless sleep. 
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TIIE ALPKB SnEEP. 

Aftkh our child's untroubled breath 

Up to the Father look its way, 
And on our home the shade of death 

Liko a long twilight haunting laj. 

And friends came round with na to fieep 

Her little spirit's swift remoye, 
This story of the Alpine sheep 

Was lold to us by one we loye : — 

" They, in the ralloy's sheltering care, 
Soon crop the meadoVB tender prime, 
And when the soii grows brown and bare. 
The shepherd strives to make them climb, J 

" To airy shelves of pastures green, 

That hang along the mountain's side, 
Where grass and flowers together lean, 
And down through mist the sunbeams si 

" Bnt naught can tempt (he timid things 
That steep and rugged path to try. 
Though sweet the shepherd calls and sings, 
And wared belo^ ttw pi 
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ill in his 3rms tlicir lambs he takes, 

Along the dizzy verge to go, 
hen, bcedlesa of the lifls and breaks, 

Tfaey follow on o'er rocks and snow. 

And in those pastares lifted fair, 
More dewy soft than lowland mead. 

The shepherd drops his tender vara, 
And sheep and lambs together feed." 

Tlis parable, by nature breathed. 

Blew on me as the south-wind free • 
O'er frozen brooks that float unshealhed 
From icy thraldom to the sea. 

blissful vision through tlio night 
■ Would all my hapjiy w^nses sway, 
Drthe good she]ihord on the height, 
"^ Or climlMng up the stony way. 

Etoldtng oar little Iamb asleep ; 

And, like the burden of the sea, 
lounded that voice along itie deep, 
Aiise, andfoUom mc." 

UBS. Kasu LowHb: 
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THE DEATH OF A DAUGHTER 

The sweetest Yoice is bushed, 
The loveliest smile is gone ; 

The foot of Death has crushed 
My child — my dearest one. 

Was there no other place to tread, 

That he must trample on thy head ? 

That foot is on my heart. 

With all its fatal weight 
It mangles every part, 

And lays me desolate ; 
The pain of more than death is mine, 
The lighter pang, dear child, was thine. 

How drear the household hearth ! 

How dark is every room ! 
There is no light on earth, 

To dissipate the gloom. 
Before we prized them, joys are fled, — 
Tears for the living — not the dead. 

Away beyond the tomb. 
Sweet spirit, thou art flown, 

Where loveliness can bloom. 
And blighting is unknown ; 

My faith would trace thine upward way, 

And catch of heaven sooka ^Vi^e^ering ray. 



We hopetl to keep thee here 
TUI wo trera called to go ; 
But Gad takes back the Llessings lent, 
Thongh Tve our weaker claims present 

To thee it was not pvon 

To speak with mortal tongue ; 

The dialect of heaven 
Already hast thou sung. 

Too hard our speech — too alow our ways; 

Angela must teach thee words of pr^ee. 



What we cannot (liscem, 
Thine eyea can plainly see ; 

How much have wc to learn. 
If we would equal thee I 

Thino infant spirit near tho throns, 

Excels all mind that Earth hath iaa^ 

Our seljtsh heart'; had bound thco 
To hold thee back from bliss ; 

Now glorj' beams around thee 
Id brighter worlds than this. 

Farewell, till guardian angula come 

To boat ua to ihy happy home. 
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THE SPIIEEE OF CHILDREN DJ HEAVES. 

Does it not cast n, nameless cbarm arooni 
an early death, to consider how entirely hidden 
from a child are all the hlaek spots 
of flin ? Escaping not only the pollution of ti» 
'world, hut the knowledge that it exists — beii^ 
old enough to trust the Saviour, though too yonng 
to know the dire eflecls of sin — they e 
cnce just enough of the evil of the fall to bring 
them in as subjects of the redemption. Th9 
little ones of Christ's flock arc taken to ti 
heavenly fold without coming into open contact 
with the destroyer of souls, and ere he has h 
time to spread his gilded baita before their eyett 
The " depths of Satan " — those mysteries of e^ 
by which he enslaves millions of vietints — at 
all unknown to them. They have never be 
bound down by the iron chain of habit S 
have they encountered temptations demandil 
a constant warfare, as those who have come t 
mature years, and who may have received ti! 
largest measures of the Spirit, know ta tiM 
cost. Are theg not llieti (fualified for a J\ffin 
mission in the ecmomy of (Ik kingdom qf)ieaM 
and for holding a different place in 
company — even ca au]wvi\ra W^e. oodnredi 
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groat fight of iifiUctiona and been pre-eminent 
Bxliibitiona of God's grace are thereby filled for 
a higher sphere? May wc not Huppose that 
their Father in heaven, who early transplant* 
BO many of these little ones thither, haa some 
epeeial design to ftervB — some work for Ihem.' 
in His house above — " for of such ia the tin^ 
(lom, of heaven?" 

Thh Way Iloim. 



THE CniLB-AXGEL. 

With what unknown delight the mother smilei]. 
When this frail treasure in her arms aho 
preaseil I 

Her prayer was heard, — she daflped a living. 
child,— 
BatTiow the gift transcends the poor requertl 
A child was al! she asked, with many a vow; 
Mother, behold the child an angel now 1 

Now in her Father's house she. finds a place ; 

Or, if to eartli she take a transient flight, 
T ia to fulfil the purpose of Ills grace, 

Toguidotliyfootstops to ihu world of light; — ■ 
&. miniateriDg spirit Bont to thee, 
I That where she ia, thero thou may'st slan W. 



182 LITTLE ONES IN HEAVEN. 



BABIE BELL. 

Have you not heard the poet tell 
How came the dainty Babie Bell 

Into this world of ours ? 
The gates of heaven were left ajar : 

With folded hands and dreamy eyes 

She wandered out of Paradise ! 
She saw this planet, like a star, 
Hung in the depths of purple even — 
Its bridges, running to and fro, 
0*er which the white-winged seraphs go, 
Bearing the holy dead to heaven ! 
She touched a bridge of flowers — those feet, 
So light they did not bend the bells 
Of the celestial asphodels ! 
They fell like dew upon the flowers ! 
And all the air grew strangely sweet I 
And thus came dainty Babie Bell 

Into this world of ours ! 

She came, and brought delicious May ! 

The swallows built beneath the eaves; 

Like sunbeams in and out the leaves, 
The robbins went, the live-long day : 
The lily 8'wuagitaiio\s€l<i?a\i^, 
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And o'er the porch the trembling vine 
Seemed buraring with its veins of wine! — 

O, earth was full of pleaaant smell, 

Wben come the dainty Babie Bell 
Into thb world of ours ! 

O Bable, dainf)- Babie Bell ! 
'How iair she grew from day to day ! 
What woman-nature filled her eyes, 
What poetry within them lay I 
.Those deep and tender twilight eyes, 

So full of meaning, pure and bright, 

Ab if she yet stood in the light 
Of those oped gates of Paradise ! 

And we loved Babie more and more : 

O never in our hearts before 
Such holy love was bom ; 

Wb felt wo had a link between 

This real world and that unseen — 
The laud of deathless mom I 
^ And for the love of those dear eyes, 

For love of her whom God led forth — 

The mother's being ceased on earth 
When Babie came from Faradiee ! 
For love of Him who smote our lives, 

And woke the chords of joy and pain, 
Wa said, " Sweet Christ 1 " — our hearts bant down 

like rioleta after nml 
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THE CROCUS. 

Beneath the sunny autumn sky, 

With gold leaves dropping round, 
We sought, my little friend and I, 

The consecrated ground. 
Where calm beneath the holy cross, 

Overshadowed by sweet skies, 
Sleeps tranquilly that youthful form, 

Those blue, unclouded eyes. 

Around the sofl green swelling mound 

We scooped the earth away. 
And buried deep the crocus bulbs 
Against a coming day. 
" These roots are dry, and brown, and sere, 

Why plant them here ? " he said, 
" To leave them all the winter long 
So desolate and dead." 

" Dear child, within each sere dead form 

There sleeps a living flower. 
And angel-like it shall arise 

In spring's returning hour." 
Ah, deeper down — cold, d£u*k, and chill, 

We buried our heart's flower. 
But angel-like shall he arise 

In spring's immortal hour. 
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It came upon ua by degrees : 

We saw its shadow ere it fell, 

The knowledge tbat our God had sent 

His messenger for BaLie Bell I 

We shuddered with unlanguagcd pain, 

And all our thoughts ran into teara 1 

And all our hopes were changed to fears — 
The sunshine iulo dismal rain ! 

Aloud we cried in our belief : — 
" O smite us gently, gently, God I 

Teach us to bend and kisa the rod, 
And perfect grow through griefl " 
Ah, how we loved her, God can tell ; 
Her little heart was cased in ours — 
They 're broken caskela — Babic Bell 1 
At last he came, the messenger, 

The messenger from unseen lands: 
And what did dainty Babie Bell ? 

She only crossed her little hands 1 
She only looked more meek and fair ! 
We parted back her silken hair ; 
We laid some buds upon her brow — 
Death's bride arrayed in flowers 1 
And thus went dainty Babie Bell 

Out of this world of ours ! 

T. «. AtDBica. 

16* 
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THE BOY'S LAST WORDS. 

A mother, in giving an account of the death of her 8 
a promising hoj of fourteen, relates the following beai 
ftal incident: 

I WAS watching by bis side tbe last night 
his sickness, when he reached for my band, a 
with the tone and emphasb of the deepest me^ 
ing, and which showed he was giving unpremi 
itated expression to his feelings, he said, pausi 
between his sentences to recover breath : 

" Give mo your hand, dear mother, 
And come to my beautiful home! 
I 'm going, I 'm almost there — 
Only this narrow bridge to pass — 
From a dark world of sorrow and toil and care, 
To a world of glory all bright and fair. 
Oh! come with me now, it ^s a beantifbl home, 
You arc sick, dear mother, and faint and alone. 
Oh! why will you stay? — I 'm going now; 
There is no sin there, nor death, nor woe; 
Oh! promise me, mother, and let us go. 
Come, come, oh, dear mother, come! " 

I have given his words just as he spoke (be 
Their poetical form can be accounted for fb 
the fact that he occasionally wrote rhymes ; a 
is not poetry the natural language of deep en 
don? 
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TEE DEATH ATTO BURIAI.. 

Shb was not qnite one year old. I cannot 
■venture to describe her. My heart swelb, and 
is ready to break, at the thouglit of some sweet, 
touching feature, some winning -way, the posture 
and motion of her hands or feet, her inarliculato 
nMses with her lips, and pressure of her month 
i^^ainst our cheeks, that being as far as she had 
advanced in kissing. Sights of her asleep, when 
her mother and I stood over her with lamp in 
band, are as deeply stamped on my mind aa 
views in the Alps. I could tell you every dim- 
ple which we detected aa she lay on hSr back, 
a knee or arm disengaged from her clothing. 
AU her mimicry of sounds and motions, and ber 
little foals, which astonished herself and made us ' 
Bhout; her morning bath, she a Httle image, with 
her very straight hack, plashing the water with 
ber feeti and other nameless things, raise the | 
question, and leave it in doabt, whether I wish 
thore were more of them to remember, or whether 
it is well for me that she had been developed no 
more. Human bliss anives at perfection aa 
fre([uently in such scenes and experiences, as 
when wo have made calculations for happiness ^ 
never moce \ia.'^^i 4 



the little sudden tniirnamenlg of lore iritll 
young child ; and tlie man who haa n tiifo and 
child, Bupplying him with these 
pleasures, will find in the retrospect that 
was most happy when he least suspected it 
To know when we have in possession ()i6 
means of true happiness, and to rejoice in 
and feet satisfied, is rare. Would that I h 
thought more of this when my little child ■* 
with nic. 

Sonictimcs I looked at her with a feeling cf 
awe- Mine, indeed she was; but in what f 
snbordinats sense ! That perfect frame, 1 
wonijrous mind, that immortal destiny, ofle* 
made me shrink into nothiugoe^ at t1 
templatJon of her, — feeling that God, in 
her, had rolled a sphere into an orbit which i 
meaanrelesa, making it touch mine, but haringl 
path of its own, which cannot be comprchcadel 
in that of another, not even in that of tb 
earthly parent I was glad that there was a 
infinite God to poeaesa tKia infinite t 
and control it; for it was too much for n 
My enjo)Tnent of her was often overshadcnrti 
by these thoughfs. Still she was to be a 
joy. Her bcautifiiUy unfolding life left m 
ing to desire 

But the destroyet came. ~ 



LITTLE OSES llf HEAVES. 189 

ceodjngly bot snmroer, and cholera infantnin 
began to waste tJie little face and frame. We 
saw that she must die ; we nevertlielcss main- 
taiDcd a cheerfulness of feeling whlth afterward 
Beamed to us unnatural; but no doubt it was 
kindly given, to bear ua through the trial. The 
last night that she was put to rest, her sjTnploms 
were favorable; but, early in the morning, the 
norse whispered to me that the child " looked 
stmngi;," and she led my way to the nursery. 
The little patient lay with her hand under her 
cheek, her eyca were raised and fixed on the 
wall. I eupposcd that she was watching a sha- 
dow, and I spoke to her by name. She did not 
move, nor did she turn her eyes ; I spoke again, 
and kissed her; it was in vain; the fearful troth 
flatbed upon me that she was eonvnlaed. We 
watched her till sundown, when she ceased to 
breathe. 

I fear that some of you will smile, if I say she 
seemed to me the sweetest little thing that ever 
died ; that, as she lay in her last sleep, no sight 
could be quit« so beautiful and touching; that 
the loss of a child never, probably, awoke such 
tenderness of love and such grief Suffer mo at 
least to think so, without debate. 

Bow can I tell you anything about the last 
sad scene at iLo grave 'il "Smm 
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each of us kissed the sweet face ; we gazed on 
her a few moments, while tears ran down ; and 
some things were uttered, between speaking 
and crying, till at length her mother kneeled, 
and held her face near the little face, for a few 
moments, without a sound ; then drew the white 
embroidered blanket over the little thing, for it 
was a cold day : and thus the last " Now I lay 
me down to sleep" seemed to be said and heard. 
I closed the lid. " Lieth down and riseth not, 
tm the heavens be no more ; " — what shall I 
have seen and known before I see this face 
again! That simple thing, the closing of the 
lid, what a world of meaning was in it I My 
thoughts were making a whirlpool about me, 
till my eye was taken by the nearer approach 
of a man, in his shirt-sleeves and rough working 
garb, who respectfully seemed to intimate. We 
are ready, Sir, when you are. O must we, 
must we part? Must the grave have her? 
With an effort, I said, " Thy will be done." I 
turned the key, and took it out of the lock, and 
understood how even good men could have 
opened their mouths, at certain times, against 
the day of their birth. We waited. In a few 
moments, one more little mound grew up from 
the earth; the clods of the valley had become 
sweet to one more father and mother. 
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"We rode away, I was glarl that the horses 
Btarted off so fast, though, for the first moment, 
it shocked me. I waa expctting to move 
avay at the slow, Bolenui pace ■with which 

Turning a comer in the eomotery, a little 
atone over a little grave, the only one in the en- 
closure, caught my eye, as we drove past, with 
tliis inscription : Cbarue. Ah, is Charlie 
dead? I felt very sorry. Who Charlie was, 
I did not know ; hut his father, I thonght, had 
been tliere on an errand like mine. Had I 
mot him in the street, on m_v way home, some 
one pointing him out to me, 1 would have stop- 
ped him, and told him what I had seen, and 
that Agnea was dead. For a moment, the 
stream of my grief was hroken and divided 
by that little headstone, as a great river la di- 
vided by the delta at its mouth ; hut it came to- 
gether agwn very soon. 

Abseh asd tbu Littld Ket. 



They only truly 
deavor so to 1 



the dead, who en- 
reunion in 
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BABY'S DEAD. 

One day I chanced to meet, 
In the street, 
A pretty little child 
Crying bitterly and wild ; 
« What ails the little one ? '' said I 
Sobbingly he made reply, 
As he raised his curly head, 
"Baby's dead P' 

" Nay, my darling, do not weep, 
Baby's only gone to sleep ; 
He will soon wake up again ! " 
But my words were all in vain ; 

" He has never slept so long ; 
He is gone, forever gone ; 
For, kind sir, my mother said 
" Baby 's dead ! " 

Then I took him by the hand. 
Strove to make him understand 
How far happier than we 
Baby was with Deity ! 
But 't was throwing words away, 
For, ever and anon, he *d say. 
As he, weeping, raised his head, 



LITTLE OSES OT HEAVEN. 1' 

So withiu these Iiearta of ours, 
In life's later, autumn hours, 
Stricken hopes like withered Howera 

Eaaflo aa wc tread ; 
When Bome favorite v'mh ia crossed, 
Or some cherished hope is lost. 
To onr souls all temp est- tossed, 
" Babj- 'a dead 1 " 

Kindly words and gentle deeds, 
To the heart that inly bleeds, 
Bring hut little eonsolation 
To the spirit's desolation ; 
If, for aye, sweet Hope hath fled, 
"Baby's dead !" 
Forever dead 1 



THEN AND NOW. 
The meny, merry lark was up and singing. 

And the hare was out and feeding on the lea, 
And the merry, mcny bells below were ringing, 

When my child's laugh rang through nie. 
Now the bare is snared, aad lies dead he^de tlie 
snow-yard, 
And (he lark beside the dreary winter sea, 
And my baby in his cradle in tlie church-yard, 
Waite th there until the beUa bimg Yoe. 
17 
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THE DYING BOY. 

It must be sweet in childhood to give back 
The spirit to its Maker; ere the heart 
Has grown familiar with the paths of sin, 
And sown — to gamer up its bitter fruits. 
I knew a boy whose infant feet had trod 
Upon the blossoms of some seven springs, 
And when the eighth came round and called 

him out 
To revel in its light, he turned away, 
And sought his chamber to lie down and die. 
'Twas night, he summoned his accustomed 

friends. 
And in this wise bestowed his last requests : — 

" Mother, I *m dying now I 
There is deep suffocation in my breasv. 
As if some heavy hand my bosom pressed ; 
And on my brow 
I feel the cold sweat stand ; 
My lips grow dry and tremulous, and my breath 
Comes feebly up. O ! tell me, is this death ? 
Mother ! your hand — 

" Here, lay it on my wrist. 
And place the other now beneath my head ; 
And say, sweet mother, say, when I am dead, 
ShaU I be imss'd? 
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" Never, beside your knee, 
BhaTl I kneni down again at night to pray, 
Nor with tlio morning walce, and sing lie lay 
You taught to me : 

! at the time of prayer, 
When you look romid and eea a vacant seat, 
You will not wait then for my coming feet — 

Tou '11 misa me there ! 

" Father, Pra going home I 
To the good home you gpoke of: that blessed 

Where it is one bright Hummer always, and 
Storms do not come: 

1 mast be happy then, — 

From pain and death you aay I shall ho free, 
That Hiuknosa never ontera there, and we 
Shall meet again I 

" Brother 1 the little rpot 
I nsed to call my ganlcn, where long hours 
We 've strayed to watch the hudding things and 

Forget it not 1 

Plant there some bos or pine ; 
Something that lives in winter, and will be 
A verdant offering to my memory, 
\nd coU it fflin 
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" Sister ! my young rose-tree, 
That all the spring hath been my pleasant care) 
Just putting forth its leaves so green and fair, 

I give to thee ; 

And when its roses bloom, 
I shall be gone away — my short life gone : 
But will you not bestow a single one 

Upon my tomb ? 

" Now, mother, sing the tune 
You sang last night : I 'm weary, and must sleep ; 
Who was it called my name ? Nay, do not weep ; 
You '11 all come soon I " 

Morning spread over earth her rosy wings, 
And that young sufferer, cold and ivory pale, 
Lay on his couch asleep. The gentle air 
Came through the opening window, freighted 

with 
The savory odors of the early spring : 
He breathed it not ; the laugh of passers-by 
Jarred like a discord in some mournful tune, 
But marred not his slumbers. He was dead ! 
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THE OTHER SIDE. 

OiTCE, in a happy home, a sweet, bright baby 
' died. On the evening of the day, when the 
children gathered round their mother, all sitting 
very sorrowful, Alice, the eldest, said, " Mother, 
you took all the care of baby while she waa 
here, and you carried and held her in your 
srma all the while she was ill. Now, mother, 
BJfto look her on ike other side ?" " On Ihe other 
side of what, Alice ?" " On the other side of 
death ; who took the baby on Ihe other side, 
mother? she was so little sbe could not go 
alone." "Jesus met her there," answered the 
mother. -"It is lie who took little children in 
Hia anna to bless them, and said, ' Suffer them 
to come unto me, and forbid them not, for of 
such ia the kingdom of heaven ! ' He took the 
baby on the other aide." 

THE GIFT. 

Then thon, the mother of bo sweet a child, 
Her false imagined loss cease to lament, 

And wisely leam to curb thy sorrows wild 
Think what a present thou to God hast sent. 
And render Him with patLenca w\i3fc BcVtS- 

17» 
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LITTLE HERBEET. 

Gather all his playthings up ; 

We shall never see them more, 
From his dimpled, dainty hands, 

Wildly thrown about the floor. 

He is weary of them all, 

Cares no more with them to play 
Leaving them, he hallows them : 

Lay them lovingly away. 

He hath heard the words of blessin 
Bidding httle children " Come ; " 

Earthly love cannot detain him 
Longer from his heavenly home. 

Fold his little snowy hands. 
Lay them gently on his breast ; 

Now he lieth still and calm, — 
Vision fair of perfect rest. 

Bless him in his beauty there, — 
Bless his solemn slumber deep ; 
" Grod's beloved, early crowned 
With the mystic sign of " sleep." 
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Oft we prayed that angeU might 
Keep their natch about his bed : 

We can trust their vigils now, 
They irill guard our ialaat dead. 

While the silence in the house 
Speateth to us of our grief. 

We vrill thank our God, who gave 
Only for a aeasoii brie£ 

Mild and winning were his wajsj 
Very happy seemed he here ; 

Bright the sunshine that ho brought 
With him &om the upper sphere. 

One brief year he blessed our home, 
Filled our hearts with light and love, 

Added to our lives a joj 

That can never more remove. 

All hia grace and innocenee 

Hath increased our being's store ; 

What God giveth once js ours,— 
Oara, with Him, for evermore. 

Now, a little hand is pointing 
Heavenward, as we journey on ; 

May it guide ua, and receive us, 
When our earthly woit is done 
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CONSOLATION AT THE GRAVE. 

Rev. Robert Hall, in speaking of the 
death of his little son, says, ^' Grod dries up the 
channels, that you may be happily compelled 
to plunge into an infinite ocean of happiness." 
Blissful thought! Father, mother, you who mourn 
over the grave of your little one, look up I know 
that the chastening rod is in your heavenly 
Father's hand, and that if He hath taken away, 
He first did give, and He doeth all things welL 
He gave you the bud of beauty, and you cen- 
tred your happiness in its being. He saw that 
this was not for your good, so He took away the 
child, whose presence had been as a leaping, 
sparkling streamlet to your heart's love, that 
that heart which had before but tasted of earthly, 
might be lost in the immensity of heavenly love. 



LOVE BLESSED, EVEN IN ITS LOSSES. 

This truth came borne with bier and pall, 

I felt it, when I sorrowed most, 

'T is better to have loved and lost, 

Than never to have loved at all. 

Tejottson. 
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LITTLE CHAELIE. 



A VIOLET grew by the river-aide, 

And gladdened all hearts with its bloom ; 
While over the fields, on the scented air. 

It breathed a rich perfume. 
But the clouds grew dark in the angry sky, 

And its portals were opened wide ; 
And the heavy rain beat down tho flower 

That grew by the river-side. 

Not tax away, in a pleasant home, 

There lived a little boy. 
Whose cheerful face and childish grace 

Filled every heart with joy. 
He wandered one day to the river's verge, 

And the heart that we loved with a boundless 

Was stilled in the restless wave. 



The aky grew dark to our tearful eyes, 

And we bade farewell lo joy ; 
For our hearts were bound by a sorrowful ti 

To the grave of the little boy. 



202 LITTLE ONES IN HEAVEN. 

The birds still sing in the leafy tree 

That shadows the open door; 
We heed them not, for we think of the voice 

That we shall hear no more. 

We think of him at eventide, 

And gaze on his vacant chair 
With a longing heart, that will scarce believe 

That Charlie is not there. 
We seem to hear his ringing laugh, 

And his bounding step at the door , 
But, alas ! there comes the sorrowful thought, 

We shall never hear them more ! 

We shall walk sometimes to his little grave 

In the pleasant summer hours ; 
We will speak his name in a softened voice, 

And cover his grave with flowers; 
We will think of him in his heavenly home, — 

His heavenly home so fair ; 

And we will trust with a hopeful trust 

That we shall meet him there. 

• H0SA.T10 Alqek, Jb. 
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THE DROWNED CHILD. 

Push away the dripping ringlets 
From the childish brow and fair ; 

Weep, and kiss the little sleeper, 
Lying in his beauty there. 

See the eyelid's silken fringes, 
Sweeping o'er the cheek of snow ; 

Never more may tear-drop gather 
Li the eyes that sparkled so. 

Ask the waters if they heard not, 
As they gleamed and flashed away, 

Sound of angel-pinions, blending 
With the music of their spray ? 

If they saw not, in the sunlight, 
Angel forms from heaven come — 

Come to bear away our Willie 
To his bri^t and starry home ? 

Little FZLGBix. 



THE PEAfiL AND THE SHELL. 



mpelled. 
Upon the earth beheld 
A pearl of beauty lying, 
IVorthy to glitter bright 
In heaven's vast hallE of light. 

They saw, with glances tender, 

An infant newly born, 

O'er whom life's earboat morB 
Just cast its opening; splendor fi 

Virtue it could not know, 

Nor vice, nor joy, no 

The blest angelic legion 

Greeted its birth above, 

And eame with looks of Icj 
From heaven's enchanting n 

Bending their winged wayT 

To where the infant lnj. 

They spread their pinion* o' 
That little pearl which than 
With lustre all its own, — 

And then on high they bore if 
Where glory has its birth :"J 

W 




THE MOTHER'S DREAM. 

There waa once a mother, kneeling by the 
bedside of tlie little one 'whom ehe hourly ex- 
j»Bcted lo lose. With what eyes of passionate 
love had she iratched every ciiange in that 
beautiful face I IIow had her cyea pierced the 
lieart of the phyacian, at his last visit, wlien 
■&iiy glared rather than asked the question 

ither there yet waa hope I How had she 
'■wearied Heaven with vows that if it would but 
-grant — " Ah," you aay "you can im^ine all 
ihat without nny difiiculty at alL" Imagine 
.this too. Overwearied with watching, she fell 
^to a doze beside the couch of her infant, and 
we dreamt in a few moments (as we are wont 
to do) the Bceming history of long years. She 
I'fbonght she heard a voice from heaven say to 
ter, as to HeEekiah, " I have seen thy teara, I 

a heard thy prayera \ he sball live ; and 
yourgolf shall have the roll of his history pre- 
sented to you." "Ah!" you say, " yoa can 
im^ine all that too." And straightway she 

Itiiought she saw her sweet child in the bloom 
«f health, innocejit and playful as her fond 
'leart could wish. Yet a little while, and sha 
him in the flush of openma vcj\i.'Csi","c*iaNSfi'^ 
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as eTfir, but licautifui as a young panther, from 
whoae eyes wild HosIide and fitful pas^on ever 
and anon gleamed ; and she thought how beau- 
tiful he looted, even in these moods, for she 
was a mother. But she also thought how manf 
tears and sorrows may be needful to temper or 
queni^h these firea ! And she sc tned to fallow 
hira through a rapid succession of scenes — 
now of troubled sunshine — now of deep gather- 
ing gloom. His Borrows were all of a tominon 
lot, but involved a sense of agony far greater 
than that which s^e would have felt from his 
early loss ; yea, greater even to her — and how 
much greater to him ! She saw him more than 
once wrestling with pangs more (^nizing tti 
those which now threatened his infencjr; i 
Kiw hira involved in error, and with d 
extricating himself; betrayed into youtbfiJ « 
and repenting with scalding tears ; she a 
him half ruined by tranaent prosperity, t 
scourged into tardy wisdom only by long ad< I 
veraity ; she saw him worn and haggard v 
care, — his spirit crushed, and his early b 
all wan and blasted; worse still, she saw h 
thrice stricken with that very shaft which S 
had so dreaded to fee! but once, and mour 
to think that her prayers had prevailed U 
rent hets 
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■worst of all she saw him, ae she thought, m a 
darkened chamber, kneeling beaide a coffin in 
wluch youlh and beauty slept tlieir last sleep ; 
and as it seemed, her own imago stood beside 
Lim, and uttered uulieedcd love to a sorrow 
that " refused to he comforted," and as she 
^ D that face of stony dcfipair she seemed 

;to hear a voice which said, " If thou Kilt haxe 
(hj floweret of earth unfold on earth, thou must 
i&ot wonder at bleak winters and inclement 
(kies. / would have transplanted it to a more 
geni^ clime ; but ihou wouldest not." And 
Trith a cry of terror she awoke. She turned 
to the sleeping figure before her, and sobbing, 
jieped it was sleeping its last sleep. She l!st- 
Ried for his breathing — she heard none; she 
il &e taper to his lips — the flame wavered 
; he bad indeed passed away while she 
dreamed that he lived ; and she rose from her 
knees, and was comfoHed. ''Ah I" you will 
f, " these sorrows could ttevcr Iiave been 
} tot of my sweet child I " It is hard to set 
>OBo'8 logic gainst a mother's love ; I can only 
Mmind you, my dear cousin, that it has been 
&e lot of thousandii, whose mothers, as their 
little ones crowed and laughed in their arms 
in childish happiness, would have sworn to the 
game impassibility. But foi ijou, — -^oo.S^in'n 
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vrhai ihey could only believe ; that it is an im- 
possibility. Nay, I might hint at yet pro- 
founder consolation, if, indeed, there ever ex- 
isted a mother who could fancy that, in the 
case of her own child, it could ever be needed. 
Yet facts sufficiently show us, that what the 
dreaming mother saw — errors retrieved, sins 
committed but repented of, and sorrows that 
taught wisdom — are not always seen, and that 
children may in spite of all, persist in exploring 
the path of evil — "deeper and deeper still!" 
With the shadow of uncertainty whether it may 
not be so with any child, is there no consolation 
in thinking that even that shadow has passed 
away ? For aught we know, many and many 
a mother may hereafter hear her lost darling 
say — " Sweet mother, I was taken from you 
a little while, only that I might abide with you 
forever ! '* 

Greyson Letters, hy Henry Bogers. 



I SEE THEM THERE. 

My beautiful, my blest ! 
I see them there, by the Great Spirit's throne ; 
With winning words, and fond beseeching tone, 

They woo me to my rest. 



, THRENODIA. 

Gone, gone from ua ! and shall -we see 
Those Byl)il-!cavE3 of dcsliny, 

Those calm eyes, nevermore 7 
Those deep, dark eyes so 'warm and bright, 

Wherein lie features of the man 
Lay slumbering in prophetic light, 

In eharacters a child might scan ? 
So bright, and gono forth utterly ! 
O stem word — 



The stars of llioee two gentle ejes 

Will shine no more on earth ; 

Qnenehed are the hopes that had their biith, 
• As we watched them slowly rise, 
Stara of a mother's fate ; 
And she would read them o'er and o'er, 
Pondering as »ho sate. 

Over their dear astrology 
Which she had conned and conned before, 
Iteeming she needs must read aright 
What was writ so pasang bright. 

And yet, alas I she knew not why 
Uer voice would falter in its song, 

And tears would slide from out her eye, 
Silent, as ihey were doing wrong. 
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Hie tongue that scarce bad learned to clEum 

An entrance to a mother's Leart 
Bj that dear taliiunau, a mother's name, 

Sleeps all forgetful of ita art ! 
I loved to see the infant sonl 
(How mighty in the weakness 
Of its untutored meekness !) 
Feep tinudly from out its nest, 

Hia lips, the while. 
Fluttering with half-Hedged vimls. 
Or hushing to a smile 

That more than words expressed, 
"WTion his glad mother on him stole 

And Gnatchcd him to her breast ! 
O, thoughts were brooiSng in those ejea, 
That would have soared likestrong-wTngedK 

Far, far, into the skies, 
Gladdening the earth with song, 

And gushing harmonies, 
Had be but tarried with ua long I 

O slern word — Nevennore 1 

How peacefully tiey rest, 

Cross-folded there 
Upon his little breast, 
Tbose small, while bands that ne'er we: 
before, 
erer sporteil 'mAi \ii& xoc&ki'q faajr. 
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Or the plain cross that on her breast ahe wore I 
Her heart uo more will beat 

To feel the toui:h of that soft palm, 
That ever seemed a new surprise, 
Sending glad thoughts up to ber eyes, 

To bless him with their holy calm, — 
Sweet thoughts ! they made her eyes as sweeL 

Row quiet are the hands 

That wove those pleasant band? 1 
Sut that they do not rise and sink 
With his cahu breathing, I should think 

Tbat he were dropped asleep. 

Alaa I tjio deep, too deep 
Is this his slumber ; 
Time scarce can number 
mie years ere he will wake again. 



Ost 



hia eyelids open then ! 
word — Nevermore ! 



As the airy gossamere. 
Floating in the sunlight clear. 
Where'er it toucheth clingeth tightly, 
Bound glossy leaf or stump unsightly, 
So &om hia sprit wandered out 
Tendrils ^reading all about. 
Knitting all things to its thrall 
With a perfect love of all : 

O stem word — NevetmoTB V- 
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He did but float a little way 

Adown the stream of time, 
With dreamy eyes watching the ripples play, 

Or listening their fairy chime ; 
His slender sail 
Ne'er felt the gale ; 
He did but float a little way, 

And, putting to the shore, 
While yet 't was early day. 
Went calmly on his way, 

To dwell with us no more ; 
No jarring did he feel. 
No grating on his vessel's keel ; 
A strip of silver sand 
Mingled the waters with the land 

Where he was seen no more : 

O stem word — Nevermore I 

Full short his journey was ; no dust 

Of earth unto his sandals clave ; 
The weary weight that old men must. 

He bore not to the grave. 
He seemed a cherub who had lost his way 
And wandered hither, so his stay 

With us was short, and 't was most meet 
That he should be no delver in earth's clod, 

Nor need to pause and cleanse his feet 
To stand before bia (ao^*. 

O blest -word — "E.NermQit^\ 



GOD KNOWS WHjVT IS BEST FOE US. 

MocTRSEH, whatever may be your grief for 
the deatli of your children, it might have been 
Btill greater for their life. Bitter experience 
led 3 good man to any, '"It is better to 
weep for ten children dead, than for one liv- 
Remembcr the hcart-picrcing affliction 
of David, ichoso son sought Lis life. Your 
i for your children will hardly admit of 
fhe thought of such a thing as possible, in 
own case. They appeared innocent and 
amiable ; and you fondly believed, that through 
r care and prayers, they would have be- 
•Some the joy of your hearts. But may not 
, when a child, have promised as much 
■oomfort to his parents as Jacob ? Probably 
jie bad aa many of their prayers and counsels, 
as years advanced, he despised their ad- 
;<Bonition3, and filled their hearts with grief. 
Aa a promoter of family religion, who ever re- 
ceived Buch an encomium from the God of 
heaven as Abraham ? How tenderly did tho 
good man pray for Ishmael ! " O that Ishmael 
might live before Thee 1 " Yet how little com- 
Jbrt did Ishmael afibs 
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Alas ! In tliese da}rs of degencrac; 
much more frequently witness the vici 
children, than their virtues. And ev 
jour children prore amiable and ] 
you might live to be the wretched i 
their sufferings. Some parents have 
terable agonies of this kind. 

God maj- have taken the lamentc 
of your affection from the e^ to com< 
extraordinary calamities are comin 
world. He frequently hides some of £ 
children in the grave. Surely, at sv 
tentous period, it is happier for eu 
prepared, to be lodged in that peaci 
aon, than to be exposed to calamitie: 
tresses here. Thus intimates the pro] 
miah, " Weep not for the dead, neithi 
him ; but neep sore for him that goi 
for he shall return no more, nor see 
country." It was in a day when the 
patience of the s^nte were peculii 
that the voice from heaven sud, 
blessed are the dead, which die in 
from henceforth." 
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TO A DEPAETED CHILD. 

[ YIELD thee unto higher spheres ; 

I bend my head and say, " Thy will, 
Not mine, be done," though bitter tetin 
The while mine eyelids filL 

I know thon hast escaped the blight 
That wilts us here, and entered now 

To perfect day, — though in the night 
Bereft of thee we bow. 

^ And yet thy little amrny life 

Was beautiful as it was brief: 
J It was not vexed by pain or strife, 

It knew bat little grie£ 

The Bonshine from oar house is gone, 
And fromour hearts Iheir peace and joy; 

We feel so terribly alone 
Without thee, deareat boy ! 

Thou mad'nt aa feel how very fair 

God's earth could be, and taught us lOTB^ 

And in life's tapestry of care 
A golden figure wove- 
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Brave as we will our hearts to bear, 
Grief will not wholly bo denied; 

The inoffectual dikes we rear 
Go down before its tide. 

We lie all prostrate, — cannot feel 
God's love ; we only cry alond, 
" O God ! O God 1 " for aU things reel, 
And God hides in a tloud. 

Wc blindly wail, for we are maimed 

Beyond repair, until at last 
He liib us up, — a!! bleeding, lamed, 

And shattered by the blast 

Ho asks, " And would you wish him back, 
Whom I have taken to my joy, — 

Dr;^ downward to life's narrow track 
Your little spirit boy ¥ " 

" No ! no ! " the spirit makes teply, — 
" Not back to earthlj- chance and pEun {" 

" Tet ah ! " the shattered senses cry, 
" Would he were here again 1 " 

lie was so meshed within our love 

That all our heart-strings bleeding lie, 
And all fond hopes we round Lim wove 
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Yet let us suffer ; he is freed, 

And on our tears a bridge of light 

Is built by God, his steps to lead 
To joys beyond our sight. 

William "W. Stobt. 



EPITAPH FROM AN IRISH COUNTRY 
CHURCHYARD. 

A LITTLE spirit slumbers here, 

Who to one heart was very dear. 

Oh ! he was more than life or light, 

Its thought by day — its dream by night! 

The chill winds came — the young flower faded 

And died — the grave its sweetness shaded. 

Fair boy ! thou shouldst have wept for me, 

Not I have had to mourn o'er thee ; 

Yet not long shall this sorrowing be — 

Those roses I have planted round, 

To deck thy dear and sacred ground. 

When spring-gales next those roses wave 

They 11 blush upon thy mother's grave. 

19 
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LITTLE CHILDREN KNOCKING AT THE 
GATE OF HEAVEN. 

Hark I at heaven's crystal gates 

Little hands are faintly sounding, 
While a guardian angel waits, 

All her soul with rapture bounding; 
To that angel it is given, 

For her holy life on earth, 
To receive three babes in heaven, 

In their new celestial birth. 



A timid hand at first essays 

To undo the portal fsdr, 
And the angel veils the blaze 

Of the glory everywhere ; 
" I am lonely, I am lonely ! 

Now I see no darling brother. 
No fond father ! Angel, only, — 

Take, O take me to my mother I 



»> 



But the angel, with caresses, 
Gently leads the cherub in. 

And the young immortal blesses. 
Saved from sorrow and from sin. 



LITTLE OKES IS 



Soon (ie litfle stranger'a IKght 
Pasaes like a cload awaj. 

While the day that knows no night 
Shines apoa her Leaven)/ play. 



Hark again 1 a gentle tap 

Ec^hoea through the angel's heart ; 
And the child upon her lap 

In her sacred joy has part : — 
Little arms enlbld the atraoger, 

Little lips the kiss have given ; 
" Here 'a no sorrow, here 'e no danger 

Darling sister, tiiis ia heaven [ " 



Yet again, and louder sonnding. 

Falls a knock on heareo'ii gate, — 
And the infant cherubs hounding, 

"Will not let their brotber wait ; 
Eyes that closed in weariness. 

Lips that mnrmured sad farewell, 
Open in celestial bliss 

With the sisters loved so well. 



Now their angel with deliglit 

Leads them onward, hand in hand, 
And reveals to eager sight 



220 LITTLE ONES IN HEAVEN. 

Happy cliildren I thus to flee 
Early to their home above I 

Happy those below, to be 
Upward drawn by chords of love I 



SUBMISSION. 

Like a bowed Ifly lies her fair young head : 
Cold in her shroud : colder the heart below I 
No more the feverish pulses come and go ; 

The watchers are the watchers of the dead. 

Sad eyes that saw her fade, are full of tears ; 

Fond hands that smoothed her pillow, clasped 
in prayer ; 

And love goes wailing in its dark despidr, 
Till the sweet dawning of Grod*s grace appears 

O blest the soul whose lips of faith can say 
In the storm lulls of grief — " Thy will be 

done ! " 
O blest the soul that trusts that Holy One, 
Who in His bosom bears His lambs away I 

Habbist McEwsn Kimball. 
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THE LOSS or A CHILD. 

To iJiose who have lost a diild, — who have 
leen the little one, whose prattling joy had 
jecn the sweet music that ehecred the sorrow- 
ing hour, go down with a disease as a plui^ked 
rer withers Tiefore the scorching sun, — it is 
to read an obituarj- notice even of a stranger 
/child. The loss of a sweet and beloved child ia 
•a sorrow of which none hut ihoso who have 
tuffered can have the lea^t realizing sense; it ia 
unlika that of any other relation ; it is not like 
tearing off simply of a limb, but unwinding 
^■od breaking to pieces the little tendrils that 
^liave grown around the heart and become part 
inc's self It is the openingof all the feelings, 
Knd pouring sorrow in at every pore* From the 
first recognition of the child, when it turns ita 
infant eye upon its parents, bopo, expectation, 
and joy, mingled with the dread of some unfore- 
seen difficully or sorrow, spring up in the soul 
and grow with its growth, and strengthen with 
its strength, until they betome the leading feat- 
ure of our afTcction*. What the littie one ifill 
tie, more than what he is, is what we love. 
What we hope for, and what we expect, it 
than what we see and Viu>'w.,w 
19* 
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bind US to our cliildren. ' Every deTclopmentof 
character, every new sign of increaaing knowl- 
edge, every new idea or tiought, or show of 
reason, 19 noticed, caaght up, and loved; and 
■we claap ihem every day to our breast with new 
IS and stronger affections. The first so 
a new afTectian, the laugh another; the 
1 adds its tendril, the first s6ep, the 
asking look, the sign of joy at being onddrBtood^ 
the new plea for aomething desired, the attempt 
to do some manly act, — all add, < 
another, a strand to the chords that bind the 
child to the parent's heart; we live in the joy 
of hope and bright expectation, — hope itwiO 
become a still greater object of pride, in incieaK 
ing joy and delight. Thus the little one, 19 
whom we live ourselves, binds itself, day l 
day, stronger and stronger to our hearts an 
affections, until it becomes a part of our exist" 
ence, and its separation aa<l death the mosl 
agonizing of all conceivable sorrow. Death, id 
all times, even under the least trying c 
stances, is a sod thing, and leaves its maik deeg 
in the memory of the living; hut the deadi of |) 
bright, cheerful, happy child, whtwe laugh ha^ 
rung out sweet and clear as the Bong of tl 
morning lark, and echoed through every 10919:1 
with a gweeter ca«iMC',"iAtf»el«" — ' — - — ^-^m 
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prattlinn; tongoe over gave joy to the honseliold, 
Bnil wlioae pleasant, gleeful mirth touclied every 
ear, and brought a quick responee, — who gave 
delight to all, and was really a well-spring of 
pleasure to the soul, — leaves an impres^ou 
never to be effaced. It ebangcs joy into sad- 
neis, and gives a gloomy, dark and sorrowliil 
■bade to everytlung that before was pleasant 
and agreeable. The doora creak louder on 
their hinges — the unfrcqnentod rooms are stiller, 
daiier, gloomier — the wind has a deeper moan 
• — the Tcry sunshine and the atorm seem to speak 
in sobdned tones. The vacant ckur at the table, 
the empty crib, the little shoes on the shelf, the 
hat on the hook, the broken toy, the little vragon 
— all say " He is gone." " Dead " is written on 
the knobs of the doors, engraved on the win- 
dows, and stamped on everything. The trees, 
the flowers, the ripening fruit, and the waving 
harvest, echo back, " He is gone ! " Tears start 
nnbiddon from the eyes, and the deepest aSec- 
tiona of the soul gush forth in sorrow and 
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OUB 



OuB Bessie was as awect a girl 

As ever happy moUier kissed, 
And when our Father called her borne, 

How sadly was she missed ! 
For, grave or gay, or well or ill, 

She had her thousand winniag ways, 
And mingled youthful InnoceDco 

With all her tasks and plays. 

How Eoflly beamed her happy smile, 

Whith played around the sweetest mouth 
That ever fashioned infant worda ; 

The sunalune of the south. 
Mellowed and soft, was in her eye. 

And brightened through lier golden Lair; 
And all that lived and loved, I ween. 

Did her affection ehare. 

With reverent voice she breathed her pnya 

With gentlest tones she sung her hymn; 
And when slio talked of heaven; our eyea 

With tears of joy m 
Yet in our selfish grief we wept. 

When last her lips upon us smiled; 
O ! could we, when our Father called. 

Detain the ham 
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Our home is poor, and cold our clime, 

And miseiy mingles mtli onr mirth ; 
'T iras meet our Bea^e slioold depart 

From such a weary earth. 
1 ehc is safe — no i:lond can dim 

The brightness of her ransomed wulj 
Nor trials vex, nor tempter lure 

Her spirit from its goat. 

We wrapt her in her snow-white shroud. 

And crossed, with sadly tender care, 
Her little hands upon her breast, 

And smoothed her sunny hair. 
We kissed her cheek, and kissed ber brow, 

And if aright we read the smile 
That lingered on the dear one's lips, 

It told ol' heaven the while 

W. H. Bl 



QKIBF. 



GniKF fills the room up of my absent cWH, 
Lies in hh be<l, walks up and down with me 
Puis on his pretly looka, repeats his words, 
Remc'nibi!rs me of all Lis gracious parts, 
Btuilil out his vacnut garments with his (brm; 
Then havu I reason to be fond of grief. 



nt cWH. il 
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CASA WAPPY.* 

And bast thou songht thy heavenly home, 

Our fond, dear boy — 
The realms -where sorrow dare not come, 

Where life is joy ? 
Pure at thy death as at thy birth, 
Thy spirit caught no taint from earth ; 
Even by its bliss we mete our death, 

Casa Wappy ! 

Despair was in our last farewell. 

As closed thine eye ; 
Tears of our anguish may not tell 

When thou didst die ; 
Words may not paint our grief for thee. 
Sic:hs are but bubbles on the sea 
Of our unfathomed agony, 

Casa Wappy ! 

Thou wert a vision of delight 

To bless us given ; 
Beauty embodied to our sight, 

A type of heaven j 

* The self-conferred pet name of an infant son of tbe 
poet, snatched away «£\et t^N^trj \r\&$ illness. 
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So dear to us thou wert, thon art 
Even lesg thine own self than a part 
Of mine and of thy mother's heart, 
Casa Wappj I 

Thy bright brief day knew no decline, 

Twas eloodleas joy ; 
Sunrise and nigbt alone were thine, 

Beloved, boy I 
This mom beheld thee blithe and gay. 
That found thee prostrate in decay, 
And ere a third shone, clay was clay, 
Casa Wappy ! 

Gem of our hearth, our booaehoJd pride. 

Earth's undefiied I 
Conld love have saved, thou hadst not died. 

Our dear, sweet child t 
Humbly we bow to fate's decree; 
Tet had wo hoped that time should see 
Thee mourn for us, not us for thee, 
Casa AVappy ! 

Do what I may, go where I will, 

Thou meet'st my mghti 
There doat thou glide before mo still, 

A form of light 1 
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I feel thy breath upon mj cheek — 
I see thee smile, I hear thee speak — 
Till, oh ! my heart is like to break, 

Casa Wappy 1 

Methinks thou smiFst before me now, 

With glance of stealth ; 
The h£ur thrown back from thy full brow 

In buoyant health; 
I see thine eyes' deep violet light, 
Thy dimpled cheek camationed bright, 
Thy clasping arms so round and white, 

Casa Wappy ! 

The nursery shows thy pictured wall. 

Thy bat, thy bow, 
Thy cloak and bonnet, club and ball : 

But where art thou ? 
A comer holds thine empty chair. 
Thy playthings, idly scattered there. 
But speak to us of our despair, 

Casa AVappy I 

Even to the last thy every word — 

To glad, to grieve — 
Was sweet as sweetest song of bird 

On summer's eve ; 



LITTLE OSES I 



In outward beanty undccayed, 
Death o'er thy npirit cast no shade, 
And, like the rainbow, thou didst fade, 
Casa Wappy I 

We mourn for thee when blind, blank night 

Tha chamber fiUa ; 
Wo pine for thee when mom'a fiist light 

Reddens the hills ^ 
The sun, the moon, tho stars, the sea, 
AH, to the wall flower and wild pea, 
Are changed — we saw the world through 
thee, 

Casa Wappy ! 

And though, perchance, a smile may gleam. 

Of casual mirth. 
It doth not own, whate'er may seem, 

An inward birth ; 
We mias thy small step on the stair ; 
We miss thee at thine evening prayer ! 
All day we miss thee eTerjwhere, 
Casa Wappy 1 

Snows mnfSed earth when thou didst go, 

In life's ^ring-bloom, 
(Down to the appointed house below. 

The silent tomb. 
20 



'29 
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But now the green leaTea of the tree, 
The cuckoo and tbH "husy bee," 
Kctum — but nith them bring not thee, 
Casa Wapjjy ! 



; but CI 



Rovl 



,ag.im)- 



it be, (while flowers 



Man's doom, in death that we and ours 

For aye remain ? 
! can it be that o'er the grave 
The grass renewed shall yearly wave, 
Yet God forget our child to save ? — 
Cas^ Wappy ! 



It CI 






Thus man could die. 
Life WBPO a tnoukery ; Thought y> 

And Truth a lie ; 
Heaven were a coinage of the brain, 
Religion frenzy, Vir 
And all our hopes to meet F^aJn 
Casa Wappy ! 



Then be to ua, dear, lost ohildl 

With beam of love, 
A star, death's unco: 
^^ BnnUng atoova. 
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Soon, soon thy little feet have trod 
The skyward path, the seraph's road. 
That led thee back from man to Gody 

Casa Wappy I 

Yes, 'tis sweet balm to our despair. 

Fond, fairest boy, 
That heaven is God's, and thou art there, 

With^Hun in joy ; 
There past are death and aU its woes. 
There beauty's stream forever flows, 
And pleasure's day no sunset knows, 

Casa Wappy I 

Farewell, then — for awhile, farewell— 

Pride of my heart I 
It cannot be that long we dwell. 

Thus torn apart ; 
Time's shadows like the shuttle flee ; 
And, dark howe'er life's night may be, 
Beyond the grave I '11 meet with thee, 

Casa Wappy I 

D. M. Hois. 



How the world falls to pieces round about us, 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy I 

Yousa. 



LITTLE OX El 



TO JIT CHILD. 



Come back to mc, my cliiM ! I call thee ever, 
AH the day long I listen for thy voice, - 
The lining kugh that made lay heart rejoicBf 

I miBB it 'midst life's langiiishmeat and fever I 

For thy blue eyes of love and light I pine, — 
Thy twining anns^ — thy frequent aoft caress 

Like balmiest slimmer, stole thy lips to mine. 
Oh I at still eve, my heart how didst fhoii' 

Come back, my child ! I wander hopeloss-hearted 

Where'er thy little feet have dancing stray'd; 

Sad is the home whence thy sweet face ba& 

parted — 

Silent the nursery where thou 'at praldiiij 
played ! 
Earth wears for mo but one unvarying gloom, 
O'erahadowed by the thought that Ihou art in ib^ 

Come back to mc, my child! though but in 
dreams — 

Thine acgel-image lot mo clasp once morel 
!£, haply, o'er my couch atill slumber gleams. 

The night-time may thy rosy lips tesUaXt'- 
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Thy downy clieek laid lovingly to mine, — 
Thy Hweet " my molher," in liiy dreaming 

■While thy small arms around me closer twine. 

My idol-boy I I wake to weep, 
Hever again on earth shall I behold thee ! 

Thou 'st left my side, and gone (o ofher rest ! 
Sly child I I know the Saviour's arms enfold 

I know thou leanest on his pitj-ing breast, 
A blessed lot I My child I O, ask for me, 
That where thy home ia, mine ere long may be 1 

MBB. E. J. fUXES. 



BEYOND THE RIVER, 

There are our loved ones in their rest; 

They've erosaed Time's river — now no mo 
They heed the bubbles on its breast, 

Kor leel the storms that sweep its shoT6 
But there pure love can live, can last — 

They look for vs their home to share; 
\Vhcn we in turn away have passed, 

What joyful greetings wait us there, 
Beyond the river. 

When tho wind blows, the blossoms fallj 



NES IB Hl£AV£Ii, 



DEW. 

" O, DEAREST mother, tell me, pray, 

TVTiy are the dewdrops gone so soon ? 
Could they not stay till close of day. 
To twinkle on (ho flonery spray, 
Or on the field tai noon?" 



" My child, 't is said anch beauteous things, 
Too often loved vrilh vain excess, 
Are swept away by angel-wings, 
Before contamination clings 



To their pure loveliness. 



'* Behold you rainbow brightening yet, 
To which all mingled hues anj given ; 
There are thy dew-dropa, grandly set 
In a resplendent coronet 
Upon the brow of Heaven, 



" No earthly stain can reach them there ; 
Woven with sunbeams there they slune, 
A transient vision of the eii, 
But yet a sjinbol pure and fair. 
Of love and peace divine." 



1 DJ BEiVEN. 

Tho child looked upward into apaco 
With eager aod enquiring eyes, 

And o'er its Gtreet and thau^lful &ce 

Came a faint glory, and a gra<:e 
Transmitted from the akiea. 

Wiii the last odorous sigh of May, 

That child beneath tho Dowers nas laid ; 

Like dew, its spirit passed away 

To mingle in eternal day, 
With angds perfect made. 

UODSiraOLll WOUBO. 

MY CHILD. 

A LIGHT is from our household gone, 

A voice we loved ts stilled. 
A place is vacant at our hearth 

Whitih never can be fiUed ; 
A gentle heart, that throbbed but now 

With tenderness and love, 
Has hushed its weary throbbings here, 

To throb in bliss above. 
Yes, to the home where angels are, 

Her trusting soul has tied, 
And yet we bend above the tomb 

With tears, and call her dead. 
We call her dead, but ah ! we know 
She (lirells where lmngna.\j6'caftw"- 



THE LITTLE BOY'S BURIAL. 

Two dark-eyed maids, at shut of day. 
Sat where a river rolled away, 
With calm, sail browa, and raven h^, 
Add one was pale, and both were fair. 

Bring flowers, they sang, bring flowers unblown, 
Bring forest blooms of name unknown ^ 
Bring budding sprays from wood and wild, 
To strew the bier of Love, the child. 

Close softly, fondly, while ye weep, 
His eyes, that death may seem like sleep. 
And fold his hands in sign of rest. 
His waxen hands, across his breast 

And make his grave where riolets hide. 
Where slar-flowers strew the rivulet's aide. 
And blue-birda in the misty spring 
Of cloudless skies and summer sing. 



Place near him, as ye lay Mm low, 
His idle shafts, bis loosened bow, 
The silken Gllet that around 
Sis waggish eyes in s^rt he woniuL 



i 




LITTLE OKEB IN HEAVEN. 



Sut we sball moiiTQ him long, and miss 

His ready smile, his ready kiss, 

The patter of his little feet. 

Sweet frowns and stammered phrases Bweet ; 

And graver looks, serene and high, 
A light of heaven in that young eye, 
All these shall haunt us till the heart 
Shall aehe and ache — and tears will start 

The how, the hand shall fail to dust. 
The shining arrows waste with ruet, 
And all of Love tliat earth cau claim, 
Se but a memory and a name. 

Not thus his nobler part shall dwell, 
A prisoner in this narrow cell ; 
But he whom now we hide from men, 
In the dark ground, shall live again. 

Shall break these clods, a form of light, 
With nohlur mien, and purer sight, 
And in the eternal glory stand, 
Bighest and nearest God's right hand- 



TLICTION is the good man's shining 
koBperity conceals liis brightest ray, 
night to stars, nor lustre gnca ^n xosm. 



L1TTI.E ONES IN nEATEN. 



CAB I IVISH HIM BACK AGAIN ! 

Could I wish that this young inhabitant of 
heaven slioulil be degraded to earth again ? Or 
would it thank me for that wish ? Would it 
say that it was the part of a wise parent, i 
it down from a sphere of such exalted servieet 
and pleasures, to oar low life here upon earth ? 
Let me rather be thankful tor the pleasing hop^. 
that though God lovea my child loo well to pct^ 
mil it to return to me, he will, ere long, bring 
me to it. And then tliat endeared patem&I^ 
affection, whieh would have been a <:ord 
me to earth, and have added new pangs t 
removal from it, will be as a golden chain to. 
draw me upwards, and add one further ehana 
and joy oven to paradise itstlf. 



THE FIRST TENANT. 

Akd now one of our family is gone to td« 
poasesfflon of the eepulchre ii " 
Ere long I shall lie down with my child. lEisi 
warning of Providence, that these conclndii 
days of my life may be more regular, i 
spiritual, more uBeliiV, ftwm &ft fomvM, , 



gular, IDC^ 



LITTLE ONES IN HEATEK. 



DEAD UTTLE OSES. 



BEineAVKD motlier I take comfort in llie 
^piought that your little ones are safe in the 
heavenly homi!. A father once said, "I have 
had six. ehildren ; and I bless God that thcjr are 
all either teilh Christ, or in Christ, and my mind 
is now at rest concerning them. My desire was 
that they should have served Christ on earth ; 
but if God wilt choose to have them rather serve 
him in heaven, / have nolking to object to it." 

Motlier! listen ! Two dear ehildren were one 
day seen very ill in the same room ; the oldest 
of the two was heard frequently attempting to 
teach the younger one to pronounce the word 
" Hallelujah ! " but without succeBS ; the dear 
little one died before he conid repeat it. When 
his brother was told of his death, he was silent 
for a moment, and then lookin|; up at his 
mother, said, "Johnny can say 'Hallelujah* 
now, mother!" In a few hours the tno little 
brothers were itnited in heaven, singing " Hal- 
lelujah I" tt^ther. Mothers 1 \Ea&^ <fi -^■lox 
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little ones could not sing the prases of 
Redeemer, while resting in your arms, but ihej 
have been taught the music of the upper lempie 
now.and they sing among the ccleadal choriateril 



DEATH'S GENTLEST STROKE. 

Thb soul of the cherub child, that dies on its 
mother's breast, wings its way to heaven, uncoil- 
Bcious of the joys it might share here, as well ai 
of the many, many miseries of which it might bft 
partaker. This can hardly be called clealh. S 
is but the calm, sofl: ebbing of the gentle tide d 
life, to flow no more in the troubled ocean of 
existence; it ia but the removal of & fair creat- 
ure, — "too pure for earthly stay," — to 
one of that bright baud of cherubim which af 
compasses in glory and in joy the throae of tl 
living God. 



the dead, ^9 a 
reuoiui ii 




LITTLE ONES IN HEAVEN. 



THE CHANGELING. 

I HAD a little daughter, 

And she was given to me 
To lead me gently backward 

To the Heavenly Father's knee, 
That I, by die force of nature, 

Might in some dim wise divine 
The deptli of Hia infinite patieace 

To this trayward soul of mine. 

X knew not how others saw her. 

But to me she was wholly fair, 
.And the light of the heaven she came frain 

Still Lngered and gleamed in her hair; 
For it was as wavy and golden. 

And as mnny changes took, 
As iho ehaUowB of sun-gilt ripples 

Oa the yellow bed of a brook. 

To what can I liken her smiUng 

Upon me, her kneeling lover ? 
How it leaped irom her lips to her fyelids. 

And dimpled her whdly over, 
Tm her outstretched hands smiled also, 

And I almost seemed to see 
The very heart of her mother 

Sending sun througli her veins to ttn '. 
21 
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She had been irith as scarce a twdvemonlli, 

And it bardly seemed a, day. 
When a troop oF wandering angels 

Stole mj- little daughter away ; 
Or perhapa those heavenly Zingaii 

But loosed the hampering strings, 
And when they had openud her cage door, 

My little liird used her wings. 

And they have loft in her stead a changeling, 

A little angel child, 
That seems like her bud in full blossor 

And smiles as she never smiled : 
When I wake in the morning, I see it 

Where she always used to lie, 
And 1 feel as weak aa a, violet 

Alone 'neath the awful sky. 



Aa weak, yet as trustful also; 

For the whole year long I see 
All the wonders of faithfUl nature 

SiJll woriced for the love of me ; 
Winds wander, and dews drip earthward, 

Rain falls, suns rise and set, 
Earth whirls, and all but to prosper 

A poor little violet 
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This child is not mine aa the first was, 

I canooC sing it to reet, 
I cannot lift it up fatherly 

And bliss it upon my breast ; 
Yet it lies in my little one's cradle, 

And site in mj- little one's ebair, 
And the light of the heaven she 's gone to 

Transligures its goldea hair. 

J. It. Lowux. 



NO BITTER TEAKS FOB THEB. 

No bitter tcari for tbec be shed, 
Blossom of being 1 seen and gone 1 

With flowers alone yie strew thy bed, 
0, ever dear, departed one 1 

Whose all of life, a rosy ray, 

Blushed into dawn, and passed away. 

! had'st thou still on earth remained. 
Virion of beauty ! fair as brief I 

How soon thy brightness had been sloined 
With passion or with grief I 

Now, not a sullying breath can rise, 

To dim thy ^tuj in the ildH. 



LITTLE ONKS IN HEATEH. 



"WORDS OF COMFORT. 

■ • • • Akd when ire conple with tlus the 
known dispoaiiioQ of our great Foivmnner, the 
lovo that Ha manlleated to children on esrlli, 
how He EufTered them to approach Ills person, 
and lavishing enik-arment and kindness npon 
them in the streets of Jcrosalem, told I£s dis- 
ciples, that the presence and companj of sacli 
aa these in heaven formed one ingredient oi' the 
joy that was set before Him; tell us if Christian- 
ity does not throw a pleasing radiance around 
•n infaut's tomb ? And should any parent who 
bears us, fed soflened by the touching remem- 
brance of a light that tniaklud a few short 
months under his roof, and at the end of its 
little period expired, we cannot think that wa J 
venture too far, when wo say, that he has only J 
to jiersevcre in the faith, aod in the following I 
of the gospel, and that very light will agala^ 
shine upon him in heaven- The blossom which fl 
withered here upon its stalk, has been traii»i^J 
planted there to a place of endurance ; andS 
there it will then gladden that eye which noirfl 
weeps out the agony of an afiei'tion that liul 
been sorely wounded ; and in the name of Html 
h, would luk.'vc we^it along witlifl 
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n, do wo bid all believers present, to sorrow 
even as others which hare no hope, but to 
i comfort in the thought of that country 
■where there is no sorrow and no separation. 



DUTY IN SEASONS OP AFFLICTION. 

"Who can say, even after the scTereat loss, 
I have no duties, no cares, la life remaining ? 
Much less can a trader mother say it, who has 
10 many looting to her advice, and what is 
almost more, to her example. It is not tlie 
smallest part of the good that you may do iheny 
to let them see what eObct groat trials have 
upon yonr mind, and that Chriglia,aiCy enables 
^ou to bear up ag^nst such a stroke. 



801111017. 

He that lacks time to moum lacks time to mend. 

nity mouma ihaL 'T is an ill euro 
Por life's worst ills, to have no time to feel ihem. 
Where snrrow's hidd instrusive, and turned out, 

ri.sdora will nut enter, nor true power, 
]?or aught that digoifiea humanity. 



LITTLE ONES IN HEAVEN. 



A BEAUTIFUL THOUGHT. 

Leigh Hcxt eajt, " Those who have lost on 
infant, are never, aa iC were, vritliout an infant 
cliild. Thej are the only persons who in one 
sense retain it always, and they furnish other 
parents with the same idea. The other chil- 
dren grow up to manhood and womanhood, 
and aoffer al! the changes of mortality. Thi» 
one alone is rcndensd an immortal child." 



A FATHER'S GRIEF. 

Can anything better eipressthe utter deso- , 
lation of a father's heart than the touching, 
heart-rending exclamation of the King of Israel, I 
wbii^h is engraven upon a tomh in 
tcry of Pere la Chaise, near Paris ? 

ilfon jlh, raon jih ! 
Plat a Diea qaejefume 
Mori nioi-meme pour toi I 



LITTLE ONES IN 



OUE LITTLE SPOT OF LAXD. 

We have a little spot of land, 

(I mean my wife and I, 
For we are partners joint on earth. 
Where our prasesaons tio :) 
■ Just o'er the yiilage^reen 't m found. 
Close bj a shady dell, 
Where silence reigns — -exc^cpt wten death 
tings out a solema knelL 

We have no title-deed of land 

Besides this narrow spot ; 
Others can boast their ample farms ; 

We havo thia little lot ; 
The graBB waves sweetly o'er it when 

The summer air h bland ; 
lis worth — 'tis worth — we cannot ral« 

Our little spot of land. 

We "ve road of islets far away. 

Where balmy gales lilow free ; 
Fair islets of the earth that lie 

Like emeralds on the sea; 
But not for these far distant isles. 

By ipicy breezes fanned, 
Would we exchange this humbla claim — 

Our little spot of land. 
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There 's Ind beyond tha rolling main. 

Renowned for jewels bright ; 
And yet with all her treaaurea told, 

Her pearls and gems of light, 
Her mines of wealth and sparkling stre; 

That roll o'i;r golden sand, 
She charms us not — when once we vie 

Our little spot of land. 



Nay, bring the gold of every clime, 

TTie wealth of CTery shore ; 
Let ocean yield her riches up — 

And lay them at our door : 
- Then swell the pile a, thousand fold 

By some enchanter's wand; — 
The whole can nuver buy of ua 

Our little spot of land. 



Ah, no I A dearer treasnre Qua 

To hcaiiB that onee have bled, 
Tliough neither pearls nor ralnea liej 

Within its grassy bed ; 
'T is aU the land we Ve title to, 

And Ihii deep sorrow gave ; 
Our tears have watered it { 

It ia our infant's grave. 
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